not generally come to maturity till the present 


+ That beautiful little animal, the small land 
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LITERATURE, WIT AND SENTIMENT. 


Like to some noble stream, true knowledge glides, 
Silently strong, and its deep bosom hides. 
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PHEASANT SHOOTING. 


[Represented by a spirited Engraving. | 


Close by the borders of the fringed lake, 
And on the oak’s expanding bough is seen, 
What time the leaves the passing zephyrs shake, 
And sweetly murmur thro’ the sylvan scene. 


The gandy pheasant, rich with varying dyes, 

- ‘That fade alternate, and alternate glow; 

Receiving now his colour from the skies, 
And now reflecting back the wat’ry bow. 


He flaps bis wings, erects his spotted crest, 
His flaming eyes dart forth a — ray; 

He swells the lovely plumage of his breast, 
And glares a wonder on the orient day. 


Ah! what avails such heavenly plumes as thine, 
When dogs and sportsmen in thy ruin join. 


No apology, it is presumed, is necessary for 
introducing the annexed seasonable sporting 
print, to embellish the present number of the 
Casket, notwithstanding it diverges from the 
usual style of the plates we have presented 
monthly to our patrons. Although Pheasant 
Shooting generally commences in October, and 
many of these beautiful birds are even put to 
death in the month of September, yet they do 


month, when the moulting season is at an end. 
Of all the different kinds of game, the pursuit of 
which delights the sportsman, it is unquestiona- 
bly the easiest shot, at least to an experienced 
sportsman; while the tyro, on the contrary, is fre- 
quently so agitated at the violent struggle and 
flutter which attend the rising of this bird, as 
almost to deprive him of the use of his faculties. 


spaniel, or springer, is used in the pursuit of the 
pheasant, three of which are very correctly re- 
presented in the opposite plate. These charm- 
ing little dogs, whose appearance is always 
highly interesting, are net brought with advan-' 
tage into the field at so early an age as either 
the pointer or the setter: in fact, they do not 
appear in complete possession of their faculties 
ill they are two or three years old, when they 
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become admirably calculated, not only for phea- 
sant shooting, but also for flushing woodcocks. 
They are not taught to set or stop when they 
approach game, like the pointer or setter; but 
by barking as it rises, they give the sportsman 
notice to prepare forashot. On this account, 
therefore, they should never be suffered to ram- 
ble far from the shooter, lest the game be inevi- 
tably sprung out of distance. 


Pheasant shooting is most delightful amuse- 
ment, and commences, very opportunely, when 
grouse and partridge are becoming difficult of ap- 
proach; or, as we say, will not he. Grouse and 
partridge are generally found wild by the mid- 
heasant, on the con- 
trary, as it is, for the most part, found in 
strong covers, continues to lie well from the 
beginning to the end of the season. They 
are now tolerably abundant in most parts 
of England, asewell as in Wales; while few are 
to be met with in Scotland; and, in Ireland, it is 
said, none are seen in a state of nature, though 
numbers have lately been taken to that country 
for propagation, which are kept in a sort of ex- 
tensive confinement (if the expression be allow- 
able) for that purpose. 


Pheasants commence breeding about the same 
time as partridges, but are much longer in com- 
ing to maturity; and though the period appointed 
for shooting these birds commences on the 
[st of October, yet many will be found little 
more than half grown at that time. At the com- 
mencement of the season, pheasants will fre- 
quently be found amongst potatoes or turnips, at 
some distance from the hedges: the tops, how- 
ever, of these no sooner begin to wither than 
they seek more permanent shelter, and are after- 
wards generally met with in strong hedge-rows, 
copses, and woods; consequently, for the proper 
enjoyment of pheasant shooting, there should be, 
at least, two sportsmen, as where one only seeks 
this fascinating recreation, the birds are very apt 
to escape on the opposite side. The cock is not 


| only much more beautiful, but considerably larger 
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than the hen; he rises, also, more boldly, as 
well as to a greater height. 
either cock or hen has been disturbed once or 
twice, and not killed, they will not only take a 
long flight, but will often drop perpendicularly, 
(the hen in particular,) into the midst of a thick 
bush, and there continue without moving: under 
such circumstances, they are often very difficult 
to find. Indeed, if, after one of these very long 
flights, the sportsman should have an opportu- 
nity of marking the bird down, and will hasten 
immediately to the spot, he will find it so over- 
come with the exertion as to be scarcely able to 
rise. 

In the early part of November, some degree 
of confusion appears to reign in pheasant pre- 
serves: in all probability, the old hen, at this 
period, drives off the young brood; but, in the 
course of a fortnight, all again is harmony, as 
the young ones, which had rambled to a dis- 
tance, in consequence of the treatment they had 
received from their mother, return to their for- 
mer haunts. 


If we are to credit historians, pheasants were 
first brought from the banks of the Phasis, a 
river of Colchis, in Asia Minor; but the precise 
period of their importation does not appear re- 
corded. Next to the peacock, they are the most 
beautiful of birds, as well for the vivid color of 
their plumes, as for happy mixture and much va- 
riety. It is far beyond the power of the pencil 
to draw any thing so glossy, so bright, or points 
so finely blended into each other. When Cre- 
sus, King of Lydia, was seated on his throne, 
adorned with royal magnificence, and all the bar- 
barous pomp of eastern splendor, he asked the 
Greek philosopher, Solon, if he ever beheld any 
thing so fine? Upon which the sage replied, 
that, after having seen the beautiful plumage of 
the pheasant, he could be astonished at no other 
finery. In fact, nothing can satisfy the eye with 
a greater variety and richness of ornament than 
this beautiful bird. The iris of the eye is yellow, 
and the eyes themselves are surrounded with a 
scarlet color, sprinkled with small specks of 
black. On the fore part of the head there are 
blackish feathers, mixed with a shining purple. 
The top of the head and the upper part of the 
neck are tinged with a darkish green, that shines 
like silk. In some, the top of the head is of a 
shining blue: and the head itself, as well as the 
upper part of the neck, appears sometimes blue 
and sometimes green, as it is differently placed 
to the eye of the spectator. The feathers of 
the breast, the shoulders, the middle of the 
back, and the sides under the wings, have a 
blackish ground, with edges tinged of an exqui- 
site color, which appear sometimes black and 

sometimes purple, according to the different 

lights in which it happens to be placed; under 

the purple, there is a transverse streak of gold 

color. The tail, from the middle feathers to the 

root, is about eighteen inches longs the legs, the 

feet, and the toes, are of the color of horn,.— 

There are black spurs on the legs, shorter than 

those of a common domestic cock. 
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When, however, | 


TO THE GREEKS. 
BY T. ROSCOK, ESQ. 


Whose the hearts that burns to hear 
The music of the shield and spear ; 
The rashing tramp of eager foes 
That wakes them from their dread repose |—~ 
Who deem each moment lost between 
The war-cry and the battle-scene ? 

As closing tast in silent pride 

They let the vaunting foe deride? 
These are Greeks, and stern to do 
The deeds to fame and freedom due. 


Who are they who fearless stand 
The living bulwarks of the land— i: 
Whose walls and ramparts—hold and stead, 
Are the breasts that know no dread; FF 
Foremost in the battle’s van, — 
Hand to hand, and man to man; 
Rejoice to win or perish ever— 
Victor or slain—but conquer’d never ? 
These are Greeks, and stern to do 
The deeds to fame and freedom due. 


Youths who combat side by side, fa ' 
Proud of the death your fathers died, Bi 
Glorying that your comrades near \ 
Revenge you, and your country dear,— t 
Triumphant ere the set of sun, p 
When the work of death is done, l 
The victors bear ye from the field | " 
On your own loved and honoured shield— 
Still yours—the funeral couch you chose 7 
When claiming your well-earned repose : é 
Your memory sweet to mothers’ ears, 
Applauding as they pour their tears. “| 
‘These ave Grecks, and stern to do ur 
The deeds to fame and freedom due, h 
What the meed of those who bring ' 
Their country’s sweetest offering, 
The trophies of the field, to grace a 
Her triumph and her temples? Place 
Them highest at the festive board, pr 
Youths, by maids and wives adored, wl 
And foremost in the theatre, 20 
As foremost in the ranks of war ; pe 
While chosen virgins wreathe their hair, Kd 
And the nuptial teast prepare, Wi 


With chaplets meet for victor’s brow ; 
And chieltains in the foremost row ; 
And old men vise their sons to greet, 
And yield to them their honoured seat. 
These are Greeks, and stern todo 
The deeds to fame and freedom due. 


And who are they who now inherit 
The old unquench’d heroic spirit; 
Who blanch their tyrants’ cheek with dread, 
To hear their swift-paced battle-tread; 
Or falling, silent as the night, : 
From rock and bay and mountain height, 
Upon the startled wings of war, 

Like falcons on the stoop, from far: 
Rejoice to combat in the shade, 

By banner, lance, and firelock made ? 
These are Greeks, and stern to do 
The deeds to fame and freedom due. 


That writer does the most who gives lit re 
der the most knowledge, and takes from him! 


least time. 


if 
| 
=. ‘3 
if 
- 
a 
» 
| 
if 
| 
| 
fu 
fo 
a 
d 
| 
Hi 
j 
a b 
| 
t 


* 
As 
ds 
od 
Re 
“+ 
4 
= fe 
ay 
at 
A, 
te 
‘av 
is 


THE CASKET. 


THE MARRIED ACTRESS. 


ss Women have their stars, like men, and the 
star of Matilda Myrtle was whatever star pre- 
sides over theatres. She was born in a country 
town, visited four times a year by one of the 
most formidable companies that ever caricatu- 
red Sheridan or Shakspeare. At twelve, she 

layed Juliet at school, with prodigious applause. 
At fifteen she grew a genius, and studied, alter- 
nately, the sampler and the ‘ School for Scan- 
dal.’ At seventeen she became romantic, and 
pined for glory. At eighteen she was on the 
e! 

Oe The early career ofall actresses is much the 
same: dress, admiration, head-aches, exhausted 
eyes, and eternal farces, are the chief cares and 
pleasures of their souls and bodies. Some are 
unlucky; and, after a campaign, in which the 
world discovers that they have mistaken their 
profession, are sent to acquire the graces in the 
circuit of the country barns. But Matilda was 
among the fortunate: she had taste, and sang 
with touching sweetness; she had talent, and 
played with easy vivacity; her figure, if not be- 
witching, was feminine, and her face, if not fa- 
tal, was expressive. In short, she became a 
public favourite. All that was graceful in the 
loves and sorrows of the drama was her peculiar 
province; the sighs and smiles of youthful pas- 
sion could be pictured by no other skill; the an- 
guish of the rejected child, the love of the inno- 
cent wife, the fond frenzy, and the tender de- 
spair, were her’s without a rival. Wealth flowed 
in upon her; and last,and most hazardous of 
her triumphs—lovers came in merciless profu- 
sion. 

‘“* There is a vast deal of the tender passion 
perpetually wandering through the world; but 
routs and drawing-rooms, with all their morning 
practices, and midnight quadrilles—and even 
with the masquerade and waltz, are the frigid 
zone to the temperature of the green room. A 
perpetual fire of billets-doux pours in upon the 
Klol; and if a conflagration could be kindled 
within her bosom by embossed paper and per- 
fumed wax, a handsome actress would be burn- 
ed to the ground within the first week of the 
season. 

“At length, one lover came—fashionable, 
fond, and devoted beyond all the language of 
devotedness. Matilda still spurned the chain; 
but who can for ever resist time, importunity, 
and a handsome man of five-and-twenty, who 
swears that he will drown himself. She yet re- 
sisted long; and with the dexterity of woman, 
detected all the little arts by which the lover 
sought to have an opportunity of flinging him- 
self at her fairy feet in the presence of the won- 
dering world. 

‘* She detected him behind her coach, in part- 
nership with her footman, and dismissed them 
both, without a character. She saw him through 
the beard of atabbi, who persecuted her with 
the cheapest shawls and attar earth. She de- 
clined injuring the revenue by dealing in Brus- 
Scls lace, which the most elegant of smugglers 
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offered her at fifty per cent. under prime cost. 
She lost the patronage of a match-making peer- 
ess in her own right, by refusing to shine at a 
blue-stocking party, in which the faithful and ill- 
used Sir,Charles was to display in the deepest 
azure. She affronted a veteran baroness by re- 
fusing to take a seat in her box, to receive a lee- 
ture on the subject; and, during a week before 
her benefit, whem Plutus himself marches with 
his hands in both pockets, to have the honour of 
paying at once for his box and sight of the fair 
object of popalar adoration, she shut herself up 


from human eyes; and, in bitterness, worthy of 


a chancellor of the exchequer inthe fall of the 
stocks, lamented the hour when this enemy of 
her peace and purse first cast his glance upon 
her captivations, 

But if her persecution in private was severe, 
it was inveterate, indefatigable, and intolerable 
in public. From the moment when blooming 
from the hands of the tirewoman, and exhilara- 
ted by a full view of her attractions in the pier- 
glass of the green-room (a glass which, if gazing 
could wear it out, would not last a year im any 
theatre in England,) she tripped upon the stage, 
to the moment when, loaded with applause, she 
withdrew, and, as the curtain fell, bore all 
hearts with her, one eternal apera-glass was 
pointed towards the scene: she saw this optie- 
ordnance, with its chrystal muzzle levelled point- 
blank upon her figure; now covering her coun- 
tenance, now sending its full discharge into her 
fair and agitated bosom, now leisurely ranging 
over her form, to revert with oxhaustless attack 
to a face blushing through all the rouge that 
was to blush through the five endless acts of a 
modern comedy. 

‘* What was to be done? To repel the as- 
sailant was impossible, except by ordering his 
assassination; to love him might be difficult; 
but to marry him was easy. She made up her 
mind; and then, as is the way with women, ap- 
plied for advice. Her confident and privy-coun- 
sellor was a pretty actress, in her own style, her 
frequent double, when she was better engaged 
than in theatres and seized with a sudden and 
violent indisposition—to make her appearance. 

“ <«There,’ said Matilda, pointing to a pile of 
manuscripts, ‘there is my task for a week to 
come; who could endure such drudgery?’ 

¢ Horrible!’ said Sophonisba. 

« ¢ Those managers are absolutely barbarons,’ 
said Matilda. ‘ Can they imagine that minds, 
memories, or spirits, can hold out under this eter- 
nal study?’ 

Perfectly impossible,’ said Sophonisba. 

«¢ ¢T would rather quit the stage, or London, 
or the world, than lie at the mercy of those task- 
masters. Better be milking cows, or making 
cheese, or teaching brats in a village school, or 
nursing an old husband, or doing any of the hun- 
dred miseries of women, than wasting life, 
health, talent, and temper, on the stage,’ de- 
claimed Matilda. 

«¢ © Undeniably true—what I have thought a 
hundred times a day, but never could exprese ae 
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you can, my dear friend,’ said Sophonisba, charm- 
ed with the chance of getting rid of her. 

** « Yes, my dear Sophy, by quitting the stage, 
I should escape a sea of troubles. What woman 
on earth could endure wading through the infi- 
nite mass of stupidity that lies upon that table. 
And then to stand before the public, the _ridicu- 
lous figure that every ridiculous writer imagines 
to be charming; to bear the blame of all—the 
worn-out jests, the dull dialogue, the unnatural 
character that every dramatic dunce conceives 
to be wit, eloquence, and nature. Even to dis- 
, Ht my figure, such as it is, by the burlesque 

ress, and horrid materials, that would make 
even beauty hideous; and do all this—not once, 
but every night in every year, of a miserable, 
‘toilsome, thankless existence.’ 
** * You speak like a hundred oracles,’ said 
Sophonisba. ‘ It is absolutely scandalous, that 
talents-and beauty like yours should be con- 
demned to our unhappy profession; chained like 
galley-slave to the oar!’ 

*¢ © Or like a wretch condemned to the mines, 

working for the profit of others, of tyrants, till 
he dies!’ exclaimed Matilda. . 
** *« Or like a recruit in a marching regiment, 
beguiled in a moment of inexperience, into his 
dreadful trade; and from that hour, not daring 
to call his soul his own, till hardships break up 
his constitution for the hospital, orthe field con- 
signs him to the grave!’ still louder exclaimed 
her friend. 

***« Then, dear Sophy, the morning rehearsal; 
the march through hail, rain, and snow, to shiver 
on a stage, dreary as a dungeon, with no more 
light than serves to show the faces of the con- 
demned drudges to each other.’ 

‘** Then the evening performance, whether 
out of spirits or in; the frightful necessity of 
looking delightful when you are miserable, and 
of smiling and singing when you would give the 
world for leave to yawn and go to bed, said her 
friend, witha face of despair!’ 

‘** Then the misery of failure; the chance of 
being hissed by some drunken wretch, privile- 
ged by the half-price of the shilling gallery. 
The certainty of being attacked by the horrid 


ra in the week, and twice worse on a Sun- 
ay.’ 
x ‘Yes to be the habitual pis-aller of the 
newspapers, when there is no Parliamentary 
nonsense, or suburb squabble, to fill their co- 
lumns; when Ministers are gone to sleep, and the 
Old Bailey hangs no more.’ 
‘** Melancholy fate! Then the chance of ill- 
ness, that may, in an hour, destroy the features 
of the beauty, or leave the singer without a note; 


sion, which, like ours, wears out life, will be 
leaving room for horrid comparisons, even with 
ourselves, murmured Matilda, casting an invo- 
Juntary glance at the mirror. 


‘** Then the being excluded from all society, 
by the perpetual labours of the stage; or being 


criticisms of the public prints, ill-treated every } 


and the certainty, that every year of a profes-| 
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of fashion, to be lionesses. 
murmured Sophonisba. 


*** Yes; to stand upon a pedestal and pla 
candelabra, for the honour and glory of her 
drawing room; to be shown, like the laughin 
hywna, for the mere oddity of the creature; o, 
perched like a parrot, or a kangaroo upon its 
hind legs, for the tricks and teasing of all the 
grown children of the exclusive world. It jg 
what I have endured with my soul wringing, but 
never will endure again!’ exclaimed the agoni- 
zed Matilda. 


‘©« Then, my Matilda, to return with an 
aching head at two inthe morning, and find 4 
peremptory note from the theatre, with a packet 
of stuff that you must force into that aching 
head before rehearsal on that very day; a bu- 
siness which, of course, compels you to sit up 
till morning; or, if you sleep, fills you with hop. 
rid sights and sounds of angry managers, pitfulls 
of puppies, hissing, grimacing and groaning at 
you, and whole theatres in uproar for your utter 
ruin. 


Let me die first!’ 


“«¢ Or, after having worn my eyes red, and 
laboured myself into a mortal fatigue, that 
. would make one envy a post-chaise driver at an 
election, or a donkey at Brighton in the season, 
or a ministerial member ordered to sit up for all 
the divisions, or a pedestrian curate with three 
churches and no connection with a lord, or any 
thing that in this weary world is the very es 
sence of weariness, to find that all goes for no- 
thing, that the thing you have to appear in, is 
hissed from the first scene, and sent to the dogs 
—author, actress, and all—by a discriminating 
audience, of whem one half are half seas over. 


‘* ¢ More miseries are enumerated, and various 
specimens of love-letters recited—the last is as 
follows:— 

**©¢ Angel of the drama! delight of Drary' 
sweet magician of melodrama! I am a wild young 
fellow, in love with you to distraction. I scorn 
all kinds of masquerade in matters between U8; 
I tell you, with the proudest consciousness of 
- candour, that I have not one shilling to rub to 
another. Within these two days, I have smiled 
my adieu to the gates of the King’s Bench, and, 
in two minutes more, Lill be at your feet, if 
you command me. Dis@§in me not, my encban- 
tress, for, if my passions potent, my hate 
horrible; if my fondness is flame, my revenge 8 
ruin. I shall wait at the New Hummums, just 
half an hour, for your answer. Come live wit 
me, and be my love; nay, if you isist upon It, 
my wife. But if I hear nothing from you, 6 
surely as you play Juliet this night, you will find 
a Romeo m the front row of the pit, with & 
brace of pistols loaded with slugs to the muzzle, 
one of which he will fire at your too lovely, to 
perfidious face, and the other into his too tender, 
too adoring bosom. [I am in desparr. Life 8 
valueless. Love me,and [ shall secure ane® 
gagement in the Birmingham company for us 
both; scorn me and we die together. Adieu 


asked to the party of some supercilious woman 
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“« ¢ Yours, till seven o’clock this evening, pis- 


WERTER.’ 

«¢ Frightful, but too true, Matilda. A popu- 
lar actress ought always to insure her life at the 
commencement of a season, | 
Fanny Fickle, fired at as regular as a partridge 
in September; and poor Angela Love’s skin 
has been riddled in the most merciless manner. 
Yes; we are a perfect pigeon match; with only 
this diflerence, that they fire at ws in our 


There’s cunning 


me And then my kind Sophy, the horrid equi- 
vocal, or unequivocal, attention of coxcombs, 
every word on whose tongue is the most impu- 
; To be hunted from party 
to party, by cornet this, of the Lancers, and 
general that, of the Guards; to be given over as 
the peculiar property of Colonel Jilt, that plague 
of the green-room; and be declared to be ready 
todrop into the mouth of my Lord Piper, that 
plague of every other room, if he would but 
take the trouble to swallow us.’ 

‘‘In short, the * kind Sophy’ gives disinterest- 
ed advice that her friend should fly the stage, 
and marry Sir Charles. 
passes through all the modes of fashionable life; 
and still loves Sir Charles—who sobers down 
into ‘an excellent husband.’ 
finds her almost dying. 


dent condescension. 


Our next extract 
r The sympathy of Eu- 
genia, a young relative of ihe family, is excited. 
‘Eugenia approached her in alarm, and, ta- 
king her hand, asked whether its wild yet feeble 
throbbings might not be the mere ellect of the 
summer’s day? Whether she had ever been lia- 
ble to fluctuations of spirits? 
‘“*Never,’ was the answer. 
[ led the happiest life that woman could lead.— 
I was the gayest of the gay. 
moment’s dreariness while—I was upon the 


‘For six years 


I never knew a 


‘“*You surprise me—it may have had its 
amusements; but the labor, the actual toil!’— 

«Was absolutely nothing,’ was the reply. 
fem Or, if it were something, habit gives ease.— 
Oe Yue partis so like another—originality is not 
Bee (he vice of modern authorship—that a single 
Be play generally lets one into the secret of every 
Cther during the season. 
fe french melodrama figure in the fourfold shape 
of tragedy, comedy, opera, and farce, for a year 


I have known one 


= ‘‘* But the horror of appearing before an au- 
me “icnce; I should absolutely die of the first fright,’ 
Se sud Eugenia, with a shudder. 
* “*Women are sometimes very courageous 
me tumals,” said the mourner, with a rising smile, 
Half our fashionable acquaintance exhibit an 
me trepidity which I never dreamed of equalling. 
you ever observed Lady Maria driving the 
ant duke into the matrimonial net, in the 
laughing world; or the vigour 
y, under the hottest fire of all 
No; the actress is too much 


éa her part, to think of any thing else 


after the first five minutes, and after all, what is 
there to terrify her in applause?’ 

*** But failure—the miseries of having to bear 
the sins of some dull writer, and be answerable 
for the innumerable sotisses of the stupid of this 
stupid world.’ 

*** Quite a jest,’ said Matilda. ‘ Nothing is 
more easily disengaged than the actress from 
the downfal of the author. The public hiss the 
play and applaud the performer at the same mo- 
ment. They pity the charming Miss A for 
‘having hada part so unworthy of her talents;’ 
or give Miss B— credit ‘ for the delightful viva- 
city with which she put life into the abominable 
dullness of the dullest dialogue that ever trickled 
from human pen.’ A smile rose on the melan- 
choly cheek. 

*** But, then, to be excluded from the world, 
if it were by nothing but the perpetual employ | 
ment of the stage?’ 

***Excluded from what world?’ pronounced 
Matilda, with a glance of scorn: ‘ from the te- 
dious, common-place, and worthless world that 
we are now condemned to; from the honour of 
mixing with idiotic young men, who spend life 
in yawning, and making every one else yawn; or 
wicked old ones, whose vice is as hideous as its 
marks upon their countenances; or with vapid 
young ladies, whose whole soul contains but two 
ideas—a sense of their own perfections, and a 
longing for the rent-roll of some uncouth lord of 
the adjoining acres; or old ones, with but two 
others, how to beg, borrow, or steal a match 
for their sons and daughters, and how to level 
the reputation of every woman of honor to their 
own.’ 

‘** Yet, to know none but actors—a strange 
race, as | should conceive, and not very capti- 
vating to a refined taste,’ laughed Eugenia. 

“+ You had better not make the experiment, 
my dear, was the reply, ‘if you wish to have 
your * bosom’s lord sit lightly on his throne.’— 
There are varieties of character among them, it 
is true, and perhaps no one should choose there, © 
who was determined to be the wife of a prime 
minister or a chancellor. But recollect what 
they have been, and are—almost all urged to the 
stage by a taste for pleasantry, by natural liveli- 
ness, by that very turn for wit, for song, for the 
drama of life, that makes human beings most 
amusing and amused. The stage cultivates all 
those powers—fills the story-teller with anec- 
dote, the humourist with jest, the man of obser- 
vation with a knowledge of the oddest portions 
of life. Some, too, are beings of real genius, 
glowing with fine thought, touched with the true 
poetry of mind, eloquent and various in conver- 
sation, and with manners softened and polished 
by the graces of the stage. Some of those, too, 
are handsome—for such the stage chooses from 
society: and now, Eugenia, only wonder that I 
remained long enough uncaptivated, to be the 
wife of Sir Charles.’ 

‘‘¢ But those were the sunny hours,’ said 
Eugenia. ‘How could any one endure the in- 
cessant rehearsals, the late hours, or even the 
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wearisome repetition of the same characters?’ 
‘**T never knew the misery of late hours,’ 
said Matilda, with a yawn, ‘ until I lived in the 
world of duchesses. How I envy those untirea- 
ble skeletons the faculty of keeping awake all 
night. I was generally sunk into the soundest 
of all slumbers, before any woman of rank in 
town had put on the night’s rouge, for the first 
of the half dozen parties that she must terrify 
with the moral of her physiognomy before morn. 
My dreams, too, were delight itself—no horrid 
round of spectres, predicting broken fortunes and 
public disclosure. But the sounds of the stage 
still in my ear, heightened by the magic of sleep 
into deliciousness: the figures of the drama living 
again before me im lovely procession—myself a 
queen or a sylph, or in some bower of roses and 
all kinds of sweets, receiving the homage of half 
the kneeling world; or some other idea equally 
strange and charming.’ Her fancy kindled her 
fine face as she said these words, andshe looked 
the handsome creature she had been. 

‘©* | must give up the question,’ said Euge- 
nia; ‘ but if you looked as dangerous on the stage 
as you do at this inoment, you must have been 
horribly plagued with the attentions of all kinds 
of strange men.’ 

*«* Rather say perplexed, my dear,’ and then 
the cheek wore a still livelier crimson, as Ma- 
tilda rose and wakked to the magnificent mirror. 
‘The number of attentions that one receives may 
be embarrassing, and the admirers may be now 
and then very oddpeople. But, entre nous, me 
chere, no woman ever dies of excessive admira- 
tion. Some of those attentions were elegant, 
and from the elegant, the simplest pleasure of 
knowing that the world thinks well of one’s ap- 
pearance is a pleasure; but the delight of being 
the object of high-bred admiration, of receiving 
the unequivocal homage, that, paid to an ac- 
tress, can be paid only to her beauty and her 
genius, is absolutely the most intoxicating 
draught that can steal away the understanding 
of woman.’ She stood arranging her fine hair 
before the mirror. 

“**T acknowledge your ladyship’s victory,’ 
said Eugenia, ‘and will leave you but for a mo- 
ment, to dress for the countess’s soiree. In the 
meantime, here is the evening paper just arrived, 
and full of foreign wonders, fashions, the opera, 
and the arrival of the French ambassador, co- 
vered with ribbons, and leaving all the belles of 
Paris in despair. Lisez donc.’ 

‘‘On her return, she found Matilda sitting at 
the table, with her eyes fixed on the paper, her 
colour gone, and tears stealing down her cheeks. 
Astonished and alarmed, she gleamed over the 
paper to discover the fatal news. It was nei- 
ther battle nor shipwreck, but a paragraph in 
almost invisible print, in an almost invisible cor- 
her: 

‘<* Last night, the favourite drama from the 
French, Julia, or the Recovered Daughter, was 
performed. ‘The lovely Sophonisba Sweetbriar 
played the heroine with the universal applause 
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our recollection of its former exquisite repre- 
a at least, its present one is without 
rival,’ 

There!’ exclaimed Matilda, starting from 
the table, ‘ there! see an example of the bases: 
perfidy. What an abominable creature! I now 
see what was the purpose of her cunning advice! 
insidious wretch—lI was in her way, and she wag 
determined to remove me.’ She burst into 
flood of tears. 

‘*Eugenia attempted to soothe her—all was 
in vain. She at length asked, whether she 
should order the carriage to be ready for the 
soiree. ‘* Yes,’ said Matilda, ‘ order it; and jp 
stantly, too, for I must see this abominable wo. 
man’s performance before I sleep, if I am erer 
to sleep again. J} will never put faith in human 
protestations while | live.’ 

‘* The carriage was ordered; Matilda arrived 
at the theatre as the curtain rose. She saw 
her wily friend looking pretty enough to make 
any woman miserable. She heard the applauses 
reiterated: the clever actress played better and 
better, until Matilda could endure the sight no 
longer, and flew out of the house. She flung 
herself on Eugenia’s neck, and ewned that, with 
every means of happiness, she was the most un- 
happy being alive. * Her habits had been brokea 
up, the natural pursuit of her mind was taken 
from her, the current of her or.ginal delights 
was turned off, and fashionable life, opulence 
and enjoyment, could not relill the deserted 
course.” ‘* Let no actress,’ said she, ‘ever 
dream of happiness, but in adhering to the pro- 
fession of her heart, her habits, and her ge- 
nius!’ 

Matilda withered like an auturanal flower: 
free, but foggy, England threatened her with 
consumption. Travel was prescribed, and the 
Swiss and Italian atmosphere kept the flower on 
its stock—and no more. Witlin six months, 
letters from home informed her that Sir Charles 
had died, tike a patriotic Engtishman, of a vic- 
tory at a contested election, in the height of 
summer. She gave many a tear to the memory 
of this honest, loving, and by no means brilliant 
husband. She loved him; and, if she could have 
conceived it possible to make his figure succeed 
on the stage, she would have certainly not loved 
him less: but now the world was before her. So 
phonisba was still playing her ‘ Julia,’ drawing 
tears from half the world, and receiving prop” 
sals from the other half, which she was 00 
cunning to accept. Matilda ordered a pos 
chaise and four, drove through Fondi, with 8 
speed that knocked up her escort of chasseurs, 
and distanced Il Gran Diavolo, who was on the 
look-out for her equipage, with a full levy of his 
smartest dressed thieves; rushed through Lom 
bardy, to the astonishment even of the English; 
and scarcely slept, ate, or existed, till she 
stopped at the St. James’s Hotel. 

‘¢ Her family affairs were despatched with the 
swiftness of 9 woman determined on any purpo% 
under heaven. Her arrival was incog.; her & 
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her ‘dear five hundred friends,’ within the first 
week of her absence. She gave Eugenia a por- 
tion with a country curate, who had won her 
heart during a walk through the wonders of Ox- 
ford; and, next morning, sent for the rival 
manager, by her original name; her title was 
cast aside forever. He waited on her, with an 
expedition most incredible to those who best 
know the movements of those weights of the 
theatrical machine; heard her offer with rapture; 
and announced the re-appearance of the public 
favorite, in red letters, of a length that was the 
wonder of the arts. 

‘* Matilda appeared—she delighted the au- 
dience. Sophonisba disappeared—she found that 
she had nothing to do but to marry, and she took 
pity on the silliest heir to the bulkiest estate 
among the dukedoms. Matilda enjoyed the 
double triumph; glowed with new beauty, flashed 
with new brilliancy, was the fortune of the ma- 
nager, the belle of the day, and was supposed to 
be one of the principal holders in the last three 
loans of the last war.”’ 


A NIGHT AT VENICE. 


Those who have been at Venice in the month 
of September know tolerably well that it is not, 
on many accounts, to be then desired as a place 
The season is changeful and 
gloomy, the theatres are poor, the gaieties fee- 
bly supported; but these are not the arguments 
that weigh most with an experienced man. 

I was at the Leone Bianco, in most respects a 
well appointed inn, and furnished with comforts 
not always to be met with by the continental 
traveller. 

I went to my repose on the first night of my 
arrival, half intoxicated with the romance of the 
place. The music of the gondoliers, and splash- 
ing of their oars, lulled me into a pleasant sleep, 
and nothing was in my head but the glory of her 
doges, the beauty of her daughters, galleys, 
painters, Tasso, Lord Byron, and Shylock. 
Here were the elements of a dozen good dreams 
at least; but even one was denied to me. I 
thought that I was gliding along the serpentine 
canals of this great city, which, somehow or 
other, were nothing else all the while than my 
own blood vessels. I paddled away, dexterously 


_ turning the corners of my sharp bones, and won- 


dering as I went, at the fair edifices of muscle in 
the foreground. Methought mine own left ear 
was built by Palladio, and I construed my ‘ in- 
hocent nose’’ into the bridge of sighs. I heard 


; some music. Was it a stanza of the Gerusalemme? 


No: 'tis too regular: or a Barcarola? No; ’tis 
too dull. Still it follows, and becomes, at each 
stroke of the oar, shriller and nearer. I cannot 
escape it; the drawling sound sings close beside 
me, yes, even within my reach! I started up, 
and killed a mosquito just sitting on my cheek. 

Comforted now, at any rate, with the assu- 
rance that my enemy was foiled, it was with but 
a single exclamation of ill-humor that I turned 
myself round and dosed once more. 


Methought I was doge Foscari, at the siege 
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of Constantinople. It struck me as pafticularly 
odd, that I should find myself there, and I did 
not at all enjoy it. Why I was blind,I could not 
guess; nor saw I any reason forfighting. There 
was plenty of carnage on all sides, and I was 
quite enthusiastic. I rashed up the wall, halloo- 
ing and cheering my men; but I could not con- 
ceive how it all came about; and speculating in 
my own proper person, I thought the Venitian 
senate very weak to put me at the head of their 
affairs. What execution I did with my sabre! 
How I astonished the Moslemites, and myself 
too, by my intrepidity! I kicked, plunged, and 
tumbled into the very midst of my enemies, and 
in a particular explosion of my fury found myself 
rolling on the ground, with a dozen of the same 
winged persecutors buzzing about my nose! 
Now, for the first time, was I struck with the 
real cause of afflictions. There was no mosqu- 
to-net to my bed. Unused to such matters, I 
had neglected to select one so defended, and 
thus had the prospect of a long night to be pass 
ed in a similar state of suffering. In vain were 
the most approved expedients adopted. I smo- 
thered myself first under my sheet, then under 
my silk handkerchief. I drew my night-cap 
over my entire visage, then ensconced my upper 
part under a band box; but it was of no avail. 
[ arose weary and feverish, and walked towards 
the window, which the sagacious servant had 
closed at sun-set, asa sure specific against the 
entrance of those owl-light visiters. In my way 
to open it, my ear was caught with a heavy 
smash, as of crockery or glass, in the adjoining 
apartment. This was followed by a loud and 
unequivocal oath, uttered in broad English. In 
sympathy of suffering, I meekly asked what 
might be the matter? upon which, a voice ex 
claimed, in answer, ‘* What the deuce! You 
are at that door, now, are you? And you want 
to know what’s the matter? Allow me to ask 
you the same question, for I’m getting impatient 
at all this clatter of yours ?”’ 
I answered the stranger, and my fellow-lodger . 
—for such he was—that 1 could not guess to 
what he alluded. 
‘*What !’’ cried he, ** then wasn’t it you who 
thumped at the other door just now; and so, 
dragged me from my bed, to the eternal de- 
struction of this crockery-ware and damage of 
my shin?”’ 
Certainly not,’’ I replied. 


‘‘ Then,’’ said he, ** the devil, or some of his 
imps, are abroad to-night, destroying my peace 
and the King’s, by the most wanton clamour I 
ever swore at in my life.” And these words 
were no sooner uttered, than a gentle tap was 
distinctly heard—even by myself—at the outer 
door of the stranger’s room. Our chambers had 
a common wall, and a door of communication, 
and the unexplained noise was on the further 
side, along which ran a corridor. My neigh- 
bour challenged the disturber, without effect, 
and his nerves began to be a little shaken. A 
conference was then proposed, and having got 


into his room through the common door, [ re- 
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wearisome repetition of the same characters?’ 

‘**I never knew the misery of late hours,’ 
said Matilda, with a-yawn, ‘ until I lived in the 
world of duchesses. How I envy those untirea- 
ble skeletons the faculty of keeping awake all 
night. I was generally sunk into the soundest 

all slumbers, before any woman of rank in 
town had put on the night’s rouge, for the first 
of the half dozen parties that she must terrify 
with the moral of her physiognomy before morn. 
My dreams, too, were delight itself—no horrid 
round of spectres, predicting broken fortunes and 
public disclosure. But the sounds of the stage 
still in my ear, heightened by the magic of sleep 
into deliciousness: the figures of the drama living 
again before me im lovely procession—myself a 
queen or a sylph, or in some bower of roses and 
all kinds of sweets, receiving the homage of half 
the kneeling world; or some other idea equally 
strange and charming.’ Her fancy kindled her 
fine face as she said these words, and she looked 
the handsome creature she had been. 

‘** 7 must give up the question,’ said Euge- 
nia; ‘ but if you looked as dangerous on the stage 
as you do at this inoment, you must have been 
horribly plagued with the attentions of all kinds 
of strange men.’ 

««* Rather say perplexed, my dear,’ and then 
the cheek wore a still livelier crimson, as Ma- 
tilda rose and wabked to the magnificent mirror. 
‘The number of altentions that one receives may 
be embarrassing, and the admirers may be now 
and then very oddpeople. But, entre nous, ma 
chere, no woman ever dies of excessive admira- 
tion. Some of those attentions were elegant, 
and from the elegant, the simplest pleasure of 
knowing that the world thinks well of one’s ap- 

ance is a pleasure; but the delight of being 
the object of high-bred admiration, of receiving 
the unequivécal homage, that, paid to an ac- 
tress, can be paid only to her beauty and her 
nius, is absolutely the most intoxicating 
raught that can steal away the understanding 
of woman.’ She stood arranging her fine hair 
before the mirror. 

***T acknowledge your ladyship’s victory,’ 
said Eugenia, ‘ and will leave you but for a mo- 
ment, to dress for the countess’s soiree. In the 
meantime, here is the evening paper just arrived, 
and full of foreign wonders, fuchlens, the opera, 
and the arrival of the French amibassador, co- 
vered with ribbons, and leaving all the belles of 
Paris in despair. Lisez donc.’ 

**On her return, she found Matilda sitting at 
the table, with her eyes fixed on the paper, her 
colour gone, and tears stealing down her cheeks. 
Astonished and alarmed, she gleamed over the 

per to discover the fatal news. It was nei- 
ther battle nor shipwreck, but a paragraph in 
almost invisible print, in an almost invisible cor- 
ner: 

‘¢* Last night, the favourite drama from the 
French, Julia, or the Recovered Daughter, was 
performed. The lovely Sophonisba Sweetbriar 
played the heroine with the universal applause 
of a crowded house. If nothing can efface 


our recollection of its former exquisite repre- 
sentative, at least, its present one is without » 
rival.’ 

“*There!’ exclaimed Matilda, starting from 
the table, ‘ there! see an example of the basest 
perfidy. What an abominable creature! I now 
see what was the purpose of her cunning advice! 
insidious wretch—I was in her way, and she was 
determined to remove me.’ She burst into a 
flood of tears. 

‘* Eugenia attempted to soothe her—all was 
in vain. She at length asked, whether she 
should order the carriage to be ready for the 
soiree. ‘ Yes,’ said Matilda, ‘ order it; and in- 
stantly, too, for I must see this abominable wo- 
man’s performance before I sleep, if I am erer 
to sleep again. J will never put faith in human 
protestations while I live.’ ‘ 

‘* The carriage was ordered; Matilda arrived 
at the theatre as the curtain rose. She saw 
her wily friend looking pretty enough to make 
any woman miserable. She heard the applauses 
reiterated: the clever actress played better and 
better, until Matilda could endure the sight no 
longer, and flew out of the house. She flung 
herself on Eugenia’s neck, and ewned that, with 
every means of happiness, she was the most un- 
happy being alive. ‘ Her habits had been broken 
up, the natural pursuit of her mind was taken 
from her, the current of her or.ginal delights 
was turned off, and fashionable life, opulence 
and enjoyment, could not refill the deSerted 
course.’ ‘* Let no actress,’ said she, ‘ ever 
dream of happiness, but in adhering to the pro- 
fession of her heart, her habits, and her ge- 
nius!’ 

‘* Matilda withered like an autumnal flower: 
free, but foggy, England threatened her with 
consumption. Travel was prescribed, and the 
Swiss and Italian atmosphere kept the flower on 
its stock—and no more. Within six months, 
letters from home informed her that Sir Charles 
had died, tike a patriotic Englishman, of a vic- 
tory ata contested election, in the height of 
summer. She gave many a tear to the memory 
of this honest, loving, and by no means brilliant 
husband. She loved him; and, if she could have 
conceived it possible to make his figure succeed 
on the stage, she would have certainly not loved 
him less: but now the world was before her. So- 
phonisba was still playing her ‘ Julia,’ drawing 
tears from half the world, and receiving propo- 
sals from the other half, which she was too 
cunning to accept. Matilda ordered a post 
chaise and four, drove through Fondi, with a 
speed that knocked up her escort of chasseurs, 
and distanced Il Gran Diavolo, who was on the 
look-out for her equipage, with a full levy of his 
smartest dressed thieves; rushed through Lom- 
bardy, to the astonishment even of the English; 


and scarcely slept, ate, or existed, tiJl she 


stopped at the St. James’s Hotel. 

** Her family affairs were despatched with the 
swiftness of g woman determined on any purpose 
under heaven. Her arrival was incog.; her ex- 
istence had been, of gourse, utterly forgotten by 
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her ‘dear five hundred friends,’ within the first 
week of herabsence. She gave Eugenia a por- 
tion with a rapes | curate, who had won her 
heart during a walk through the wonders of Ox- 
ford; and, next morning, sent for the rival! 
manager, by her original name; her title was 
cast aside forever. He waited on her, with an 
expedition most incredible to those who best 
know the movements of those weights of the 
theatrical machine; heard her offer with rapture ; 
and announced the re-appearance of the public 
favorite, in red letters, of a length that was the 
wonder of the arts. 

** Matilda appeared—she delighted the au- 
dience. Sophonisba disappeared—she found that 
she had nothing to do but to marry, and she took 
pity on the silliest heir to the bulkiest estate 
among the dukedoms. Matilda enjoyed the 
double triumph; glowed with new beauty, flashed 
with new brilliancy, was the fortune of the ma- 
nager, the belle of the day, and was supposed to 
be one of the principal holders in the last three 
loans of the last war.’’ 

A NIGHT AT VENICE. 

Those who have been at Venice in the month 
of September Know tolerably well that it is not, 
on many accounts, to be then desired as a place 
of residence. The season is changeful and 
gloomy, the theatres are poor, the gaieties fee- 
bly supported; but these are not the arguments 
that weigh mogt with an experienced man. 

I was at the Leone Bianco, in most respects a 
well appointed inn, and furnished with comforts 
not always to be met with by the continental 
traveller. 

I went to my repose on the first night of my 
arrival, half intoxicated with the romance of the 
place. The music of the gondoliers, and splash- 
ing of their oars, lulled me into a pleasant sleep, 
and nothing was in my head but the glory of her 
doges, the beauty of her daughters, galleys, 
painters, Tassa, Lord Byron, and Shylock. 
Here were the elements of a dozen good dreams 
at least; but even one was denied to me. I 
thought that I was gliding along the serpentine 
canals of this great city, which, somehow or 
other, were nothing else all the while than my 
own blood vessels. I paddled away, dexterously 
turning the corners of my sharp bones, and won- 
dering as I went, at the fair editices of muscle in 
the foreground. Methought mine own left ear 
was built by Palladio, and I construed my ‘ in- 
nocent nose’’ into the bridge of sighs. I heard 
some music. Was it a stanza of the Gerusalemme? 
No: ‘tis too regular: or a Barcarola? No; ‘tis 
too dull. Still it follows, and becomes, at each 
stroke of the oar, shriller and nearer. 1 cannot 
escape it; the drawling sound sings close beside 
me; yes, even within my reach! I[ started up, 
and killed a mosquito just sitting on my cheek. 

Comforted now, at any rate, with the assu- 
rance that my enemy was foiled, it was with but 
a single exclamation of ill-humor that I turned 
myself round and dosed once more. 

Methought I was doge Foscari, at the siege 
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of Constantinople. It struck me as pafticularly 
odd, that I should find myself there, and I did 
not atall enjoy it. Why I was blind, 1 could not 
guess; nor saw I any reason forfighting. There 
was plenty of carnage on all suies, and I was 
quite enthusiastic. I rashed up the wall, halloo- 
ing and cheering my men; but | could not con- 
ceive how it all came about; and speculating in 
my own proper person, | thought the Venitian 
senate very weak to put me at the head of their 
affairs. What execution I did with my sabre! 
How I astonished the Moslemites, and myself 
too, by my intrepidity! I kicked, plunged, and 
tumbled into the very midst of my enemies, and 
ina particular explosion of my fury found myself 
rolling on the ground, with a dozen of the same 
winged persecutors buzzing about my nose! 
Now, for the first time, was | struck with the 
real cause of afflictions. ‘There was no mosqu- 
to-net to my bed. Unused to such matters, I 
had neglected to select one so defended, and 
thus had the prospect of a long mght to be pas» 
ed in a similar state of suffermg. In vain were 
the most approved expedients adopted. I smo- 
thered myself first under my sheet, then under 
my silk handkerchief. I drew my night-cap 
over my entire visage, then ensconced my upper 
part under a band box; but it was of no avail. 
[ arose weary and feverish, and walked towards 
the window, which the sagacious servant had 
closed at sun-set, asa sure specific agamet the 
entrance of those owl-light visiters. In my way 
to open it, my ear was caught with a heavy 
smash, as of crockery or glass, in the adjoming 
apartment. This was followed by a loud and 
unequivocal oath, uttered in broad English. fo 
sympathy of suffering, meekly asked what 
might be the matter’? upon which, a voice em 
claimed, in answer, ‘* What the deuce! You 
are at that door, now, are you? And you want 
to know what’a the matter? Allow me to ask 
you the same question, for I'm gelunog inpatient 
at all this clatter of yours 
I answered the stranger, and my fellow-lodger 
—for such he was—that l could not guess lo 
what he alluded. 
‘What !’’ cried he, ** then wasn't it you who 
thumped at the other door just now; and #, 
dragged me from my bed, to the eternal de- 
struction of this crockery- are and damage of 
my shin?’’ 
Certainly not,’’ I repled 
“ Then,’’ said he, *‘ the devil, or some of hie 
imps, are abroad to-nigiit, destroying my peace 
and the King’s, by the most wanton clamour I 
ever swore at m mi ne And these words 
were no sooner uttered, than a gentle tap was 
distinctly heard—even by mysell—at the outer 
door of the stranger's room. Our chambers had 
a common wa!!, and a door of communication, 
and the unexplained noise was onthe further 
side, along which ran a corridor. My neigh 
bour challenged the disturber, without effect, 
and his nerves began to bea little shaken. A 
conference was then proposed, and having got 
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commended admission of the visiter, and a trial 
of his character in proper presence. My new 
friend seemed sore puzzled how to receive this 

roposal. There was much hemming and haugh- 
ing, but at length, with a mutual determination 
to stand by each other, the door was opened. 
What sight greeted us then! By the feeble 
light of a night-lamp carried in our visiter’s 
hand, we could discern the figure of a female, 
clothed apparently in nothing beyond her bed- 
room garments, save as to her head, which was 
covered with a bonnet and long black veil. We 
started with much surprise and something like 
terror. Irritated and excited as I had been by 
my broken sleep, it was no wonder that my spi- 


rits had lost some little of their robustness; | 
and checked our plans for self-emancipation, 


and my companion had made up his mind to a 
guest of so opposite a description, as to be even 
more startledthan myself by the apparition. She 


put her finger slowly to her lips, and pointing | : 
his head towards eflecting a closer neighbour- 


along the corridor, advanced two or three steps 
from the door-way. We stood in amazement. 
and our hesitation seemed to disappoint her, for 
returning to her original post, she laid her hand, 
it might be rather forcibly, on my friend’s arm, 
and urged him on in the direction she had point- 
ed out. A thousand times more forcibly did he 
grasp my wrist, determined at any rate to have 
a sharer in his perils; for my own part I could 
not conjecture the secret springs of this mystery. 
At times I thought our guide. was a bodyless 
phantom, then I feared she might be a maniac, 
but more often I made it out to be entirely a 
dream, and that her whole existence was the 
fabrication of a mind teased and stimulated by 
the agency of some pestiferous musquito. . | 
rubbed my eyes stoutly, and was convinced of 
my being awake. Upon this, I was proceeding 
to address the stranger, when my attention was 
arrested by an admonitory kick from my nervous 
fellowmartyr, who had now no other instrument 
left to him. After this piece of counsel, we fol- 
lowed the spirit, and paced along one or two 
passages, and, I think, descended a flight of 
stairs, when, on a sudden, the dusky cavalcade 
stopped at a door numbered—( good genius! how 
had [ courage to read!) numbered 26. It was 
opened by the shadowy thing in a chemise, and 
courteously thrown back, till her two silent com- 
panions were fairly within it. Then, putting 
down her lamp, she closed and locked the door, 
took out the key, and arranging a couple of 
chairs, indicated to us that they were to be oc- 
eupied by ourselves. We mutely sat down, and 
the mysterious personage, as if satisfied by our 
obedience, drew aside the curtain of a large bed, 
that almost filled the room, and without more 
ado, getting between the bed-clothes, withdrew 
herself from our sight, by closing the curtain as 
before. 

We wero left in a very considerable dilemma. 
Sitting side by side in a strange apartment, our- 
selves strangers, and in a costume not much 
adapted to an introductory interview, two more 
perplexed men did not exist. What could this 
goblin be? Or was it no goblin, but a mere im- 


I gently smacked my cheek, but no 
musquito was there. Then whatever it might 
be, how were we to escape? We stared at each 
other in mute dismay, and I suppose I must have 
looked like an especial fool, if my companion’s 
countenance bore any likeness to my own. We 
were oscillating between the absurdity and the 
suspense of our situation, and though we dared 
not move or talk, or even breathe stoutly, we 
could not but smile at the idea, that heroes of 
such a romance should be sans-culottes. The 
state was not one to be long endured. No 
sound disturbed the quiet of that sanctuary into 
which the spirit had entered. Occasionly, in- 
deed, a stirring, as of mortal breathing, or a dix 
placed coverlid, awed us into good behaviour, 


agination. 


But for the most part, all was still and awful ag 
a chureh-yard. We looked at each other wist- 
fully, and at last one had the courage to incline 


hood. This was followed by sundry indistinct 
sounds—the attempt to dwindle a whisper down 
to its lowest possible minuteness, and these ven- 
tures being made with impunity, four distinct 
syllables were at length out-breathed: 

‘* What shall we do?’’ 

This etiort was succeeded by a ‘* hush!’’ anda 
long pause; but our little tricks being innocent 
or unnoticed, we took the heart to commune still 
further on the subject. 

**Is she aghost?’’ ‘*Can’t be sure.’? Did 
you see her face?’’ ‘*No.’? “ What do you 
think of her?’? ** What do you?”’ This question 
was tormenting. It could not be answered ina 
word, and we had not many to throw away. Thre 
next matter of doubt was considered. 

Do we stay here all night!’’ I hope not.’ 
‘*But how get a way?’’ ‘*Is the door fast?’’ 
**She has the key.’’ Humph!’? Humph!”’ 
A pause again. 

Still no noise disturbed the current of our 
counsels. The curtains fell firmly to the ground, 
and the gleams from the night-lamp darted 
steadily on the various furniture of the room. 
But yet it was very long before the only method 
which could insure our retreat was agreed upon. 
I am persuaded that an entire hour had passed 
away before we could resolve on seeking for the 
key where we thought it wasto be found. At 
last the resolution was taken. We left our seats, 
and advancing on tiptoe, stole towards the bed 
The light was ftheking, and almost exhausted; 
we had to grope our way, and, caught by some 
obstacle, the foot of my companion slid noisily 
along the floor. A gentle voice instantly called 
out in most melodious Ltalian, and hastily inquir- 
ed who was there. Somewhat assured by ths 
hearing, I answered that there were indeed per- 
sons in the chamber, but most anxious to get out 
of it; that they would never have entered it, had 
they dared to stay away, nor have remained an 
instant, had they been permitted to depart. 

The same voice, but in more timid accenta, 
again asked what prevented our leaving the 
room, 
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We answered that the door was fastened. 

** Who can have done so?’’ cried she, impa- 
tiently. 

**] know not,’ I replied, “ unless, indeed, it 
were yourself, lady?’’ 

** Do not sport with me, Sir,’’ returned the 
gentle voice; “ but tell me truly, how long you 
may have been here?’’ 


“ Somewhere between one and two hoars.”’ 

“ And wherefore did you come?’’ 

= Because we were compelled—that is, indu- 
osd by some one, whose name or description we 
cannot give you, inasmuch as we do not know 


‘And I pray you, Sir, what then became of 
your conductor?’’ 

“ Why, to tell the plain truth, she, or it, with- 
drew behind that bed-curtain, and, to the best 
of our belief, there remained; so that you see, 
lady, there was an excuse for the conjecture 
that you might possibly know something about 
this matter.’’ 


* Sirs,’’ answered she, ‘‘ you are trifling with 
mre; as you are gentlemen, I beséech you to leave 
the room, or be assured I will wake up the 
house without further loss of time.’’ 


‘* Madam,’’I rejoined, in as persuasive a tone 
as possible, “ nothing can be more serious than 
Iam, when [ assure you that the person by whom 
we were guided hither, retired into that bed, af- 
ter having locked us up in this apartment, very 
much against our inclination. And if you want 
a further testimony, you will, I doubt not, find 
there the very key of that very door, the posses- 
sion of which we at this moment so intensely 
covet.” 


We heard the lady turn round, and utter a 
half-subdued exclamation. She then threw some- 
thing on the floor, at the same time addressing 
us with a more confirmed tone, in the following 
words: 

** Gentlemen, you are right. I ask your par- 
don for having doubted your assertions. There is 


the key, and I entreat you, as you are men of 


honour, not to divulge this story while you re- 
main in Venice; for busy tongues would make it 
scandalous, and no one would believe that my 
poor sister was subject to sleep-walking.”’ 


THE ANCIENT KIRK. 


How like an image of repose it looks, 

That ancient, holy, and sequester'd pile ! 
Silence abides in each tree-shaded aisle, 

And on the grey spire caw the hermit rooks ; 

So absent is the stamp of modern days, 

That, in the quaint carved oak, and oriel stain’d 
With saintly legend, to reflection’s gaze 

The Star of Eld seems not yet to have waned. 
At pensive eventide, when streams the west 

Op moss-green’d pediment, and tombstone grey, 
And spectral Silence pointeth to Decay, 

How preacheth Wisdom to the conscious breast, 
Saying, ** Maeh foot that roameth here shall rest ;” 
To God and Heaven, Death's is the only way, 


BURIAL IN THE COUNTRY. 


Beneath those rugged elma, that yew tree's shade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ewer laid, 


The hind forefathers of the village sleep. —Gaar. 


Spring had revisited the earth with sunny 
skies, and nature again appeared in ber robe 
of roses, scattering flowers in the paths of ho- 
man enjoyment. The tuneful birds had agam 
visited the village, and were singing their morn- 
ing hymns in the lofty poplars. Every heart 
seemed to partake of the general joy, when sud- 
denly the voice of lamentation was beard in the 
village. The angel of death had arrived, and 
an aged father summoned to leave the happy 
circle. In populous cities such a circumstance @x- 
cites but little commotion: the wheels of industry 
still roll on, and the breach 1s unperceived: but 
in the little community of a village it is far 
otherwise. A gloom overspreads every mind, 
and every bosom sympathises with the widowed 
heart and fatherless children. 1 have stood by 
the death-bed of the giddy and the gay; I have 
beheld the last convulsive struggle of the young 
and beautiful—but never have I seen any that 
can equal the parting of the fond parent. Hau- 
man nature can bear no more: it  @ scene, me- 
thinks, that would make an angel weep. There 
we behold woman's love, hanging, in the last 
moment, over the lifeless body, hke a fading 
flower, while her tender children weep at hes 
side, over a father’s love and a mother’s wo.— 
Hard must be the heart of that child, that cah 
look upon the fading, dying eye of a father, and 
not feel as it were the last dissolving tie of na- 
ture. At that hour remembrance will dwell 
upon and carry us back to the blissful days of 
childhood, when we prattled at his knee; and 
the heart sinks, and the eye gushes, when wo 
cast our glance upon that dear father in all the 
agonies of death. But the picture is too pam- 
ful. 


Slowly along the church-wav path | saw them 
bear him to the lonely grave. Before went aged 
men, whose heads were beginning to blossom : 
for the tomb, and behind, in sable weeds, were ; 
the mourners, absorbed in grief, thinking of the 1 
breach that never can be hiled. It seemed hke 
a dream, as the slow and solemn sound of the 
bell fell coldly on my heart, and I wiped a teas 
from my cheek, as the thought came over my 
mind, that I too must soon be wrapped in the 
cold winding sheet of death, and carned slong 
the same path, to be deposited in the desolate 
domain. My eye followed the melancholy pro- 
cession until they entered the church, where the 
minister of God was to give the last history, and 
sing the final dirge over a lifeless father. Bless- 
ed minister, said I, with a sigh, may you stand | 
at my bed side, when life 1s about to be extin- i 
guished, and whisper peace to my departing soal, ! 
Il love a minister of God; for there is a charm in 
his smile, and an inspiration im his soothing lan- 
guage, that, methinks, 1 more of heaven than 


of earth. He speaks like a kind father to the 
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children of sorrow, and points out the path of 
happiness to poor erring man. So did he speak 
on this occasion, and he endeavored to speak 
consolation to the hearts that were torn with 
anguish. 

I saw them bear the father to the brink of the 
awful grave. A fond mother’s weeping eye 
looked down into the gloomy vault, and a pang 
of sorrow sunk deep into her feeling heart. She 
wept for her bosom friend and her fatherless 
children. They were at her side, and she felt 
that they were withering like roses that bloom 
by the solitary tomb. There her son too looked 
down into the home of his father, and he burst 
into tears, when he thought that there his own 
best friend must crumble into dust. He wept, 
like a fond child, when he reflected that the cold 
earth was his pillow, and that the green grass, 
waving darkly to the night breeze, would sing 
his only lullaby. Youth and beauty stood round 
the grave, and they sighed when they remem- 
bered that some of their fathers were beneath 
their feet, or would, ere long, be borne to the 
lonely spot. Many a tear-drop stole from the 
dark blue eye of beauty, like the dew-drop from 
the violet, when she thought that her lovely form 
must moulder into dust with her fathers; and the 
old men, venerable with years, looked upon their 
children and sighed. And there stood many 
an orphan, and widow too, by the grave, and 
their hearts withered as they looked upon the 
mournful bier, and remembered the goodness of 
his heart. He was the widow’s friend! His 
lips were the counsellors of innocence oppressed, 
and his hand was the protector of the injured 
Orphan. It was he that released the grasp 
of avarice, and caused the blush of shame on 
the cheek of oppression. Yea, it was he that 
wiped the tear from the eye of sorrow, and re- 
lieved the wants of indigence. He was a friend 
to justice, and tkey venerated him: he was a 
friend to the widow, and they wept for him.— 
The widow’s tears have embalmed his memory, 
and his name is indelibly written on the heart of 
gratitude. Though the escutcheoned pomp of 
heraldry shall not mark the place where he re- 
poses, and though no funereal fires shall burn 
around his shrine, yet a monument of affection 
shall be erected to his remembrance, more dura- 
ble than Parian marble, and the pyre shall be 


lighted in the heart of gratitude and love. I do- 


not wish to indulge in hyperbole, neither do I 
wish to figure in fictitious panegyric; but the 
tears of sorrow can speak for me. The tender- 
ness that glistened in the eye of age—the aflec- 
tion that glowed upon the cheek of youth and 
beauty—and the deep-drawn sigh that died upon 
kindred lips, all speak fer me. A mother’s heart 
can feel for the loss of a bosom friend, and she 
can speak for me. And the little boy, whose in- 
nocent heart bled over the grave of his fallen fa- 
ther, can speak for me, beyond the power of 
words. Oh how applicable were the words of 
Jeremiah, when the coffin slowly descended into 
the grave, and the earth was ready to close in 
upon the fond father forever. Then were the 
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gates of affection and feeling thrown open, and 
that sorrow which breaks the heart triumphed 
on the ruins of hope. The eye involuntarily 
sought one more gaze, before the sound of deso- 
lation should strike dolefully on the ear of grief. 
The parting was like that when the soul looks 
out from the body, and shudders at the gloom 
which must surround the tenement it leaves.— 
The grave covers all human hopes. Within its 
gloomy and silent walls all distinction is at an 
end, and there the splendor of pomp and pride is 
shrouded in eternal night. There the peasant 
sleeps alike with the gorgeous monarch; for in 
the dream of death the sceptre falls from his 
nerveless grasp. The sleep of death is the grand 
pause of nature, the great sabbath-day of the 
grave. Through the gates of the grave the ra- 
pid tide of life flows into the vast ocean of eter- 
nity; and it rolls and rolls on, even to the throne 
of the great Jehovah. Life is a state of bondage, 
which confines the soul in the body, until death, 
like a kind philanthropist, unlocks the door, un- 
binds the chains, and sets the prisoner free.— 
But I digress. 

I saw them lower the slumbering father into 
the deep, damp grave. The sound of the earth, 
as it fell upon the coffin, struck chilling upon the 
ear, and vibrated to the heart. It was a sound 
that still lingers on my ear. It was a sound of 
all others in nature the most touching, the most 
tender. It was an awful charm, that broke in 
upon the heart in defiance of the fortitude of na- 
ture, and melted down the energies of the soul 
—yea, it rolled back again upon the mind the 
memory of years. O yes, it was the sound of 
desolation and death; but it struck not on the 
ear of the fallen father. No, no, he sleeps in 
peace, with his brothers and fathers. But it was 
a warning note to the living that they too should 
follow. It was the clarion of death—yea, it was 
the speaking trumpet of the grave. It calls not 
to the clangor of battle, but it hails the children 
of peace, and the candidates for eternal fame. 
But ah! it died on the ear of sorrow with mourn- 
ful cadence, and chilled the heart of sensibility. 
It was the knell of departed worth. 

The lonely grave now rises to view, where age, 
and youth, and beauty, sleep. No sculptured 
cenotaph marks to grandeur’s eye the spot 
where sleeps the generous father and the wr 
dow’s friend: but at the evening hour affliction’s 
foot shall often tread the path to dwell in tears. 
There shall the sod grow green upon his grave, 
watered by the homage of the grateful heart, 
and there, when Summer decks the ground with 
flowers, shall the gentle zephyr whisper—father, 
rest in peace. The mourners have returned to 
the desolate mansion, and the sound of lamenta- 
tion has ceased; but they bend over their sorrows 
in silent grief. Nature has lost her charms to 
them, and the returning Spring has proved to 
them the sad winter of the heart. 

MILFORD BARD. 


Do not attempt to be a public speaker, un- 
less you have a clear voice, and a clear head, 
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From Hayi Baba 


PERSIANS IN LONDON, 


I began now to make myself tolerably well 
understood in the English language. ‘Tis true 
that | was very often incomprehensible; and 
many words which | had picked up from my 
friends on board ship I soon found were none of 
the most refined, and did not pass current at 
court. The ambassador, too, ventured in great 
measure to free himself from the tutorage of the 
mehimandar, and to speak for himself. He had 
more Opportunities than I of exercising his know- 
ledge, and occasionally got into dithculties by 
too great contidence in his own powers, 

An instance of this oceurred which is worth 
recording. He, as usual, had been to an even- 
ng assembly, when on the following morning 
he called for me ina great hurry. ‘ For the sake 
of Ali,’ said he, * bring me immediately that vo- 
cabulary of English words which the foozool, 
that over-officious person, on board the last ship 
taught us. I amin the greatest fear that I have 
made some terrible mistake, and that the de- 
signing wretch has purposely misled us. Should 
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rent articles, [ made use of some words which 
were cither ridiculous, or indecorous, for whep 
they had struck her ear, | wamediately perceiv- 
ed that I had eaten something very hithy. She 
did not appear angry, but surprised, abashed, 
and amused: whilst I looked hke an ass, a twice- 
dotted ass.* I streamed at every pore. I washed 
myself at the bottom of the sea. I felt that lL wag 
less than a dog; less even than a Frang: dog; 
and my misery, instead of subs ding, only increas 
ed, when | perceived my Ahanwn unburthenin 
her astonishment to her sister, in a manner w hick 
seemed to produce much extravagant merriment, 
and which left me looking more hke a fool than 
ever. It was evident that im a quarter of an 
hour every woman in the room must have beeo 
made acquainted with my mustake: and no 
doubt by thas time there is neither man, woman, 
nor child in the city whois not holding me up to 
ridicule'’ 

‘ But is there any thing so mfamous,’ said I, 
‘in saving that in Enghsh which in Persian we 
common expression 


the shso wellas I, 


enrd the ambassador, ‘ vou do not know 


are greater laugh- 


he have made me draw a dog’s skin* over my 


face, wallah, billah, tallah! by Allah, I'll drag | 


tus liver through every hole im his body.” 

I brought it to him without delay, and then in 
great anxicty he ran over the words, written, for 
the sake of better pronunciation, in our own 
character. 
half mortined: and if | am right, then that 
bankrupt heutenant has laughed at my beard. 
Please Allah, Lil burn his father if ever I catch 
bim. He has disgraced me betore the world.’ 

‘ Hlow was it?’ said I; ‘ perhaps it Is not so bad 
as you imagine, 

‘1 was in conversation with a lady last night, 
eaid he: * alady of high consideration: a wile of 
one of the omrahs, and one whose good opimon 
{am anxious ta secure tor many reasons. She 
was Very inquisitive about our customs, and asked 


many parti ilar questions the vyene- 
ral appearance and domestic habits of our wo- 
nen. *‘ And now tel! me,’ said she, * what sort of 
u woman may your wite be?’ 

*s Very good wife, ma’am, said 1, in English. 

es: But what sort of a pr rson has she? 3s ahe 
tall or short?’ 

‘* Very good person, ma’am; little short, but 
waist like CY press free,’ said 

‘* What sort of: yes has she?’ 

‘*s Very good eyes, said 1;‘ as big as that,’ 
touching the tip of my thumb With the tip of my 
fore-finger. 

‘*What sort of mouth? what sort of teeth?’ 

“ely Very good mouth, ve ry good tecth, ma'am. 
Tecth like murwari, pearl. 

‘I then endeavoured to explain to her as well 
as I could every other particular which she 
seemed anxious to know ; but in giving an ac- 
count of the dress of our women, and its ditle- 


* This is one of the modes of expressing an act of inde- 
cency, 


am rivht,’ said he, halt exulting, 


ers at beards than we ourselves: and although 
we are total strangers to their manners, vet if 
thes discover the least deviation from the m. they 
remark it with the most pililess precision 
but the other day that was mduly ne my 
'self in a stretch and a yawn after a long d nner, 
when I perceive i that the eyes of all the com. 
pany up ;me with ors Of Gmarvement. 
Had eaten of the unciean be sat, they could not 


have ired more.’ 


At this moment the me!:mandar came in, and 


we tmmecately referred to him for the real va- 


| lue ot the words which the ambassador had 
l used. 

| lle looke d \ ist hy d the 
,cuuistance wa bal him: and The 
| words ire Wil mut doubt some of the ireeat of 
| which 4 in boast, Inuet 
jhave pi them up on ship-board, or from 

sone low-bred persons in the stre: 

Phe ama sador then « ipl thatthe w hole 
blame lay with his unsainted teacher, the heu 
tenant. Still he was anxi to clear honeelf 

from tri putation ol and asked 
whether there were any dict.ouaries in the Eng. 
Lesh language to which he could re ler. * for,’ 
he, * i! the words ire lam sale.’ | le 
| mehmandar talked much of a certain thing called 
(fashion, which made some words proper, and 


said, ‘I wall look 
esteomed the standard 
| language,’ and ly letched 
lume from among his books, written by one John 
son, who it seems 18 the Aamus? ol England.— 
On turning to the proper page, 


able delight Ot the ambassador, the oLNnOROUS 


|others the contrary. He then 
| at the dis tionary white 


to the inconceir. 


* Khur be teshdid, an ass with an accent. Tashdid 
denot sthe accent which doubles a letter 

4 celebrated Arabic di hoaary, e called, compiled 
and abridged, as itis said, from another in 65 volumes. 
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words were found. This greatly quieted his ap- 
prehensions, and he longed, in self-justification, 
to send an explanatory note to his friend, the 
khanum; when the mehmandar assured him that 
the lady had good sense enough to perceive that 
his mistake was quite involuntary. ‘ It will only 
put her to the necessity,’ said he, ‘ of answering 
your note; whereas she very likely would wish 
to be supposed ignorant of the whole transac- 
tion.’ 

* Strange things do I hear,’ said the ambassa- 
dor; ‘ we, in Persia, whom you know are very 
particular in covering our speech with the veil of 
decency, even we are not so refined as this.’ 

‘ Ah!’ said the mehmandar, ‘ no refinement can 
approach that which is now expected from the 
well-bred in England. Ingenuity is at work dai- 
ly in inventing new words for those which not 
oo, long ago used to pass as perfectly admissi- 

‘And, in the name of the Prophet,’ said the 
ambassador, ‘ let me ask, since you are so ex- 
tremely particular, which is the most approved 
manner amongst you for cloaking the word 
* wife?’ ’ 

‘We have no cloak for that word,’ said the 
mehmandar; ‘ there can be no indecency in using 
the word ‘ wife.’ ’ 

‘ There,’ remarked our chief, ‘ the feelings of 
the two countries are completely at variance.— 
We esteem that designation as very improper.— 
No one ventures to ask another after his wife. 
Light of my eyes!’ exclaimed he, ‘ don’t you see 
what a thousand improper allusions are implied 
in that word? No, we inquire after each other’s 
are Instead of coarsely asking, without any 

isguise, as you do here, how does your wife? 
we say, and thera always with a certain degree 
of mystery, how is it with your house?’ 

‘That may be very convenient,’ said the meh- 
mandar, ‘ when the inquiry embraces an indefi- 
nite number of wives; but here, as we have only 
one at a time, such a sweeping expression is un- 
necessary.’ 

‘ Again,’ said the ambassador, ‘ allow that no- 
thing can be more proper and refined than the 
word bismil/ah,* which we repeat before we be- 
gin any action; it appears to sanctify it, and to 
propitiate its success. If it were known that 
you never use it, my countrymen would class 
you with the curds, whom they call shaitan 
bacheh, children of the devil, because they never 
pronounce the bismillah; particularly on certain 
important occasions, when every good Mussul- 
man never fails saying it.’ 

¢Exclamations of so serious a nature,’ said the 
mehmandar, ‘ lease their value, and become im- 
proper when used upon every common occasion. 
As, for instance, what can be so absurd as that 
cry so common in the streets of Tehran, * Cu- 
cumbers! cucumbers! in the name of the blessed 
Iman, cucumbers!’ 


‘And what can be more preposterous,’ re- 
turned the ambassador, with much animation, 


 #Lp the name of God. 
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than your passing one universal curee over 
every thing that comes in your mind. On board 
your ships every thing is either ‘ dam good,’ or, 
‘dam bad!’ It was either ‘ dam fine ship,’ or, 
‘dam bad ship!’ You call one lady ‘dam pres 
ty!’ to another you say, ‘ dam ugly fellow!’ ’ 

To this the mehmandar could say nothing. 

This conversation being ended, the ambasee 
dor determined forthwith to procure a master 
who should instruct him in the English language, 
‘ lest,’ said he, ‘ by making more mistakes, we 
leave a bad name behind.’ [ also, in confornuty 
to the commands of the shah, assiduously re. 
newed the study of it, in order that I might be 
able to make a translation of all the books in 
that language. 

There was another Frank dialect to which our 
thoughts were turned, for we had been frequent- 
ly asked by our friend, the khan who took w 
for fire-worshippers, whether it was taught in 
our schools; he called it Latin. 

* Latin!’ said the ambassador, ‘ what have we 
to do with Latin? we never heard of such a lan- 
guage.’ 

‘ It is taught in all our schools and colleges,’ 
said the khan. ‘ Nobody can get on in the world 
without Latin.’ 

‘Our monarchy has existed ever since the 
days of Jemsheed and Noushirvan, without La 
tin,’ said the Mirza;‘ our Fath Ali Shah is a 
great king without Latin, and we hope to burn 
the fathers of the Russians without Latin; after 
that, of what use can it be to us?’ 

‘ If you are ignorant of Latin,’ said the khan, 
in amazement, ‘ perhaps you can talk French, 
or Italian? they are universal tongues.’ 

‘ No,’ said the ambassador, ‘ neither French 
nor Italian. I suppose,’ added he, smiling, 
‘ your lordship talks both Turkish and Arabic?’ 

‘ No,’ said the khan, ‘ quotations in either of 
those languages are not expected in Parliament; 
therefore nobody learns them. Whenever you 
get a House of Commons in Persia you must 
learn Latin.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the Mirza, ‘ bashed, so be it; we 
will wait till then.’ For ever after, we never call- 
ed our friend the English khan by any other name 
than Latini goo, or the Latin-monger. 

TO MAY. 
BY DR. DARWIN. 
Born in yon blaze of orient sky, 
Sweet May, thy radiant form unfold, 
Unclose thy blue voluptuous eye, 
And wave thy shadowy locks of gold, 


For thee the Zephyrs gently blow, 

For thee descends the sunny showers ; 
The rills in softer murmurs flow, 

And brighter blossoms gem the bowers. 


Light Graces, dressed in flowery wreaths, 
And tiptoe Joys, their hands combine, 
And Love his soft infusion breathes, 
And, laughing, dances round thy shrine. 


Warm with new life, the glittering throng, 
On quivering fin, and rustling wing, 
Delighted, join the votive song, 
And hail the Goddess of the Spring. 
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THE FRENCH TEACHER. 
BY MISS MITFORD. 

It is now more than twenty years since I, a 
petted child of ten years old, born and bred in 
the country, and as shy as a hare, was sent to 
that scene of bustle and confusion, a London 
school. Vh, whaia change it was! What a ter- 
rible change! The good old nurse, and the sweet 
gentle mama, and the dear, dear papa, who in 
their several! ser med to have no other ob- 
ject than that of spoiling me from morning to 
night,—to leave them and my own dear home 
for this strange hew place, and these strange 


new people,—what a change! And so many of 


them! and cluldren too' Men and women I could 
have sndured: but | had been a solitary child, 
and hated noth ne so much asthe din, the lau 
ter, the shrill vor Cs, md rapid motions of cli 
dren. They fairly made me dizzy. I shall neve 
forget the misery of the first two days, blushing 


to be looked at, dreading to be Sponen LO, 


- 


ing like a sensitive plant fromthe touch, asham- 


ed to crv, and feeling as if | never could loug' 
again. was really broken-hearted, Diese d 

consolate feelings are not astonsiimy, even in 
recollection: the wonder is, that they so soon 
passed away. But every body was good and kind 


There was mst attention choug’ trom 

of the house, and mewiect from the 
pupils, In less than a week the poor wid bird 
was could look wiout fear On tire 
bright happy faces; listea without starting to the 
clear high voices, even though they. tallied in 
French: bevanto watch the ball and the bat 
dore; and felt something Uke an inclination to 
yom inthe sports. In suert, I 
eflicient member of the commonweaith: as 


cient as a quiet little oirt of ten vears old ec: 


iti 


mother, a tine tall blooming "iri, Who. Nay 
tained the d of the mass ana the m 


ture age ol tourfeen, already thought herself a 


young Woman, under Wihiose i| 
[ began to learn and unlearn, to (uure the 


habits and enter info the views of my co 
Hnious, as well disposed tO Le | ile as the best of 
them. 

Nobody was less thougnt of in this respecta- 
ble school than our respectable governess, She 
seldom came near us. tler post was to sit ail 
day, micely dressed, 
ing-room, busy with some pece of cd 
needle-work, receiving tiamas. aunts. and 
manias, auswerug que sions and admin 
much praise as she conscientiousiyvy cou! 
haps a little more. Lu the school-room ruled 
like other rulers, by ministers and delegates, | 
whom the French Teacher was the pri } 
When I first arrived, this high post was tilled by 
the daughter of an emigre of distinction, a gen- 
tle drooping creature, who looked downward 
like a colombine, and was totally unequal to 
eontend with twenty light-hearted and boiste- 
rous girls. 
lancholy that I have ever seen; as pale as ala- 
baster, with large black eyes that seemed made 


42 


im a furnished 


—- 


She wes the prettiest piece of me- 


for tears, and a voice “‘ far above singing.’ I! 
co not think she could chide; she did not know 
how. Nobo ly could help lov pg a creature #@ 
and inollensive. a there was someth ig, 


witth gentle: ese, of purity and d pnity, that 


ensured our it lung to her lhe a 


ment. She did her duty scrupulously, as far ee 
instruction went, but left all other cares to the 
English Teacher,—a verv  ditlerent person, 
coarse and common as could be: a better sort of 
bursery-woman;, who from pure laziness would 
rather do things herself than take the trouble te 
Loder her 
fosterage our evil habits throw Apace, she put 


away, and hy d, and i] d ror t/t “ve ime 


see that they were done by another 


the most uregular and untidy generation that 


ever trod the tloor of a school-room. All seemed 


fait in the of the poverne@ws: anc vw 
vur drooping Lily Mademoreetie L. renrained, all 
if inys hin 1 inet 


long. She left us in the short pence of A 


was ‘iret 
ena to 
her paren: im am atte ot to ree er some 


irt of erty. ry h. | happy 'o 


he Wasa lui: whoet with ber unlu: hy 

tiie retg kine succee ted by 
that of king Stork ‘Lhe pew French Teacher 
| i, in, between and 
erty ite taiier bv vellow eh pers with 
lone rt 3, ae have never secn 
a ‘i! ‘ | how she 
itd waik in then, thoucsh her was of moving 
ed the marne Her mode of en 
a Tro or saluting «a person, ** son 
a le cal iv. was @ UF aort at 

ck munciig encdiog in a dow curtey, 
on was that of OF & 

rown lone nh. ding quite inau- 

e | rary, the by boar of 
lier was almost 
bene ec petween & Mannish kind of 
Bart that t her chin, ana s rious 
can, Whos ta strip hie 
en -e ve savy nothmy «of a by ive 
if What could be | the face 
| beautiful, of age, and 
ind neckeloth, 7 lacivs, lacy- 
e. in of the | the trip, ine 
vulgarity ‘sore and pin- 
dangling ou yown, and 
ol i within as have seldom 
a ile rconerate dave oT relictites 
work-bapes, Such wae the outward woman 


(>] Niacdarme. tler mer qualities were speedily 
found that, hkhe “ Goose 
Gibtie,’’ she the houra ef her tlock: went 
to bed at nine o'clock, and rose at six: and. m- 
stead of trying to lose the mght and sound of 
children in books and drawimgs, and running 
away froin the very thoughts of us the moment 
school-hours were over, as poor Mademomelle 
L. used to do; Madame was content to keep us 
company all the day long; was never tired of us, 
tiresome as we were; and made no other difle- 
rence between school-time and play-ume than 
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that of exchanging scolding for talking, long 
lessons for long stories. She superintended our 
sports; watched over the games of bal! and bat- 
tledore; reprimanded the awkward and the noi- 
sy; and finally insisted on translating our old 
forfeits of ‘* Peter Piper,’’ and ‘* I love my love 
with an A,’’ into their Gallic counterpart, ** Qui 
veut vendre le corbillon?”’ 


This was sufficiently irksome; but the worst 
was to come. Madame, all Parisian though she 
was, had the fidgety neatness ef a Dutch wo- 
man, and was scandalized at our untidy habits. 
Four days passed in distant murmurs; an exer- 
cise book, found, to use her favourite werd, 
‘* trainant’’ about the room, was thrown into 
the fire, and a skipping-rope, which nearly 
overset her by entangling in her train, wae tossed 
out of the window: but this was only the gather- 
ing of the wind before the storm. I[t was dane- 
ing-day; we were all dressed and assembled, 
when Madame, provoked by some indication of 
latent disorder, some stray pinafore or pocket- 
handkerchief peeping from under the form that 
was meant to conceal it, instituted, much to our 
consternation, a ge neral rummage through the 
house for things out of their places, which cer- 
tainly comprised the larger half of our posses- 
sions. Every hole and corner were searched for 
contraband goods, and the collected mass thrown 
together in one stupendous pile in the middle of 
the school-room; a pile that defies desc ription or 
analysis. Bonnets, old and new, with strings 
and without, pelisses, tippets, parasols, un- 
matched shoes, halves of pairs of gloves, books 
tattered or whole, music in many parts, p:incush- 
ions, petticoats, thimbles, frocks, sashes, dolls, 
portfolios, shuttlecocks, play-things, work-things, 
trumpery without end. The entire mass was to 
be apportioned amongst the d.flerent owners, 
and then affixed to their per rsons, after the fashion 
of some Mr. Lancaster’s punish iments , though, 
to do Madame justice, the design, und whi or Ma- 
nagement, was ‘altogether French. She had ge- 
nerously taken the most difficult part herself, and 
was much in the situation of the Princess in the 
Fairy Tale, who was put into a great hall full of 
feathers, and ordered to select from the mingled 
heap those which belonged to every separate bird. 
Poor Madame! she was worse off than the prin- 
eess—she had no good Genius to help her—she 
did not even know the plumage of her little birds 
—sad refractory birds as ever beat their wing. 
against a cage. Poor Madame! Article after 
article was fished up from the mass, and held 
out to be owned In vain; not 2 soul would claim 
such dangereus property: gloves about 
for hands to wearthem;: lipp ers were | ke the fa- 
mous glass one, and titted nobody; bonnets want- 
ed heads; dolls went a begging. Poor Madame! 
Even when she found a name, it did her little 
service; she had, to be sure, in ten years picked 
up some ten words of English; but propernames! 
she never came so near them in her life as old Bas- 
#ompierre when he wrote Innimthorpe for Ken- 
singion. Even if she made a distant approach 
to the sounds in pronunciation, she would never 
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have recognised them when written; it wastwo te 
one against her hitting on the initial letter. Ne 
verthless she did succeed, by dint of lucky guess- 
es and questions which could not be parried, in 
apportioning quite sufficient to form a style of 
decoration more novel than elegant,—an order 
of demerit. Dictionaries suspended from the 
neck en medaillon, shawls tied round the waist 
en ceinture, unbound music pinned to the frock 
en queue, formed a slight part of our adornment; 
nut one of us but had three or four of these appen- 
dages; many had five or six. These preparations 
were intended to meet the eye of Madame’s coun- 
tryman, the Frenck dancing-master, who would 
doubtless assist in supporting her authority, and 
In making us thoroughly ashamed. She did not 
know that before his arrival we were to pass an 
hour in an exercise of another kind, standing on 
one leg, like geese upon a common, or facing to 
rightand left, underthe command of a drill-ser- 
geant. The man of scarlet was ushered in; and it is 
difheult to say whether the professor of marching 
or the improver of discipline looked moat aston- 
ished: the culprits, I am afraid, supported by 


numbers and amused by the ridiculous ap- 
pearance of their corps, were not so much 
disconcerted as Liey should have been. Ma- 


dame began a very voluble explanatory ha- 
rangue; but she was again unfortunate,—the 
sergeant did not un derstand I renee. She at- 
tempted to transiate—‘‘ It is; Sare, que ces 
dames, dat dese Miss be des traineuses.’” Thia 
Clear and intelligible sentence producing no 
Other visible efiect than a shake of the head, 
Madame desired the nearest culprit to tell ** ce 
soldat fa’? what she had said, and to inform her 
what he could possibh Our inter- 
preter was puzzled in her turn, as much puzzled 
as Pistol’s boy when bidden to construe ‘ fer 
ferret and firk’’ to Monsicur le Fer. She had to 
find Enelish for traineuses (no dictionary word! 
[ beheve Madame invented it expressly for our 
use,) and French for drill-sergeant. She got 
through her difficulties vastly well, called him ot 
the red coat a walking-master, and confessed 
frankly that we were in disgrace. The sergeant 
was a man of bowels; besides he hated the 
French: he declared that ‘* it made his blood boil 
to sec so many free-born English giris dommeer- 
edover by a natural enc and ashe said this 
he eyed poor Madame as fiercely as if she had 
been a member of the Legion of Honour: finally 
he insisted that we could net march with euch 
incumbrances; which declaration being done 
into French all at once by half a dozen eager 
tongues, the trappings were removed, and the 
experiment ended without any very sensible im- 
provement. 

Inauspicious as the beginning was, in a short 
time we did improve; our habits became more 
regular, we began to feel the comfort of order. 
and we began to like Madame. She lived with 
us and fer us, like a family nurse, or a good old 
grandmama (only that she did not spoil us)— 
she had no other occupation, no other thought, 
scarcely another friend in the world; and she 
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had herself an aptness to love which could not 
fail to attach young hearts. It was touching to 


see that respectable woman, homeless and de- | 


solate in her old age, clinging to children for 
society and cornfort, joining in their pursuits 
and amusements, and bringing down her own 
thoughts and feelings to their comprehen- 
sion. Her youth of mind and simplicity of heart 
kept her happy; I doubt whether grown people 
would have suited her so well. She entered 
thoroughly and heartily into our little schemes, 
and had more of lier own than all the school 
put together. Never found mortal such plea- 
sure m sinall Surprises, mnocent secrets, and 
iInvsterious fis. Cherries dropped in our path 
like fairy favours; sweet-peas and In‘gnonetlte 
springin up is it OY nagre in our little yardens; 
purses netted ander the table and smugeled into 
our po knew how, birth-d Ly fi tes 


roiten un ass 


no ohe 


retly as state CONS DIE —these 


were her do! %. Sue Was cross sometiunes, 
and sirict cnough always; but we loved Ma- 
dame, loved I really think she 


would have been one of the happ eat creatures 
mthe world, 
unluckily taos 
womau ot and a po ‘fess. w 
to the fin is of the Lup) d Knghsh Teacher. 
The Nover 
ter haters. situation had 
bly h ig to do yet or 

wondert! Liat two excellent persons should 
FO thoroug lv. detest each other, Miss 
aversion was of the cold, pllegmatic, contemp- 
tuous, pravoan aloof and said 
nothing: Madame’s was acute, fiery and loqua. 
cious; she not only lated Mises R., but hated for 
her sake knovledge, and literature, and 
and, above all, poetry, which she denounced as 


ultora strange aversion which she 
toa very charming young lady, a 


ho succeeded 


SOLS mutual. were two bet. 
if relative pi yba- 


was 


ing sort; she kept 


wit, 


romething fatal and contagious, the plague, 
I shall ne-er forget her horror when she detect- 
ed one of her favourites in the act of translating 
a stanza of Tasso into someth ng that looked Ike 
verse; if she had caught ber coumiutting forgery, 
her lamentations could not have been more in- 
dignantly pathetic. What would she say now? 
[I have already mentioned with honour Ma- 
dame’s high heels. They were once put to an 
unexpected use. She had been ill, and h id gone 
into lodgings on the other side of London, to be 
near her favourite physician. We soon found a 
relaxation of ipline ; Our poetess piqued her- 
self upon managing us in a ditlerent way from 
her rival (she never suspected that we managed 
her;) besides which she had a most comfortal|: 
habit of abstraction, and seldom saw what pass- 
ed before her eyes. Thre business of the scliool 
went on as usual: but our amusements were left 
to ourselves, and a fury raged high 
amongst us. Qur first performance was Pizarro, 
that delight of children. In this ch 
one trifling ditheulty, the absence of the printed 
play; but most of the actors had seen the piece, 
and we managed it by memory and invention, | 
should like to see a variorum edition of our Pi- 
garro. The Spanish here himself bad never seen 


dramatic 


ce had 
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the tragedy, bat he wasa very clever little Ineh 
girt not more than a foot shorter then Elvira, 
ind, be og well imsatructed in the spirit of the 
part, blustered through the tyrant very credite 
biv, one mistake, that of gulariy 
ordering the soldiers to sot Rolla 
The error was pardonable 
Every body sympathiwed with Pizarro om think- 
ing the so ner K Jiu was out of pamn the better. 
sutlerings were exquuite. He was a fine 
well-grown personable girl, but labouring under 
such a melancholy want of words and weas, that 
he felt ima higher di gree the sort 
of distress which is so of! stammer 


three 


before his tyne. 


and ted 
en caused by 


ing: we could no more prey ul on hom to reim 
quish his impractwabic part, than stammerer 


unutterable 


persuaded to abandean Tie 


especial gift im 
scold ne, her natural shrew and she did 
not disappoint us: she acted hke a virago born, 
| As to Cora, ] 


can be 


word, we chore tor her 


shiness: 


the prige and glory of the | iv 


dil her myself, after an ecaceedingly ofge 
fashion. recollect one trart | not 
mad; it wae troublesome, and d d 
well Know how to set about rt, iAinting wae 
much easier; so Ff fainted, and had the pleasure 
of being pulled by the artnne across the room, 
with heels r along the floor, 

of our fo An ration in which 
found se imuch am ose ' that | gota part ml 
the e (the the denure, an 
the stumd,) to encore inv swoon 


as Feudal Times, on 
ity maid, who had 


Qur next perfor: mance Ww 


duced by the int af 


sinuggled that pry the bouse metead 
Pizarro. We pertorned thie entertainment te 
the lette r, only leaving it the songs, the ecetie 
ry, and the proces Altogether Peuda! 
limes did not go oft Pizarro: the zest oi 
suspense and une xpectedness was wanting; every 
body knew what was to come next: no de lig ht- 
ful blunders, no happy mistakes, no tragedy im 
our comedy, and tar too little comedy m our 


tracedy: it was aad 


a lesson nd the run 
We had already begun 
attention toa astrav copy of Deaf and 
Dumb, when an untucky accident put an entire 


to our dramatic career In fhe mae hinery 


WO tal hy ite Deen 
turn our 


~ 


of Feudal Times ope part ree | indiepensable 
to the storys The herome, a lady Clarnibel, um 
un out of armoaiathy a eertam in 
called Walter, inte which moat she had beea 
precipitated by the Walter's sawing asun. 
der a draw-bridge, which her oppressor, the be 
ron, was delending r jover, we 


as notably as the wall and 
manarvcd in Bottoms play, by 
tying tovethertwo long high forma, which Wal. 
short low form, 


a boat, divided 


almost 
moonshine were 


coutrived 


ler, seated tailor-favtion m a 
turned topay-tury' resemble 
with a kaife, catclmg 
the lady Claribel, and pushing off with her te 
her lower, who stood on the chalked line which 
we called the bank. Four afternoons was this 
manwuvre adrowtly performed: on the filth an 


over-eager combatant loet bus balance and fell 


hold at the “ane 


J ai ‘ 


time of 
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over just as the bridge was sawing asunder; in 
falling he caught at the baron’s white frock, 
who, overset in his turn, clung to the bridge, 
and down they came, vassal; baron and bridge, 
together with the fair lady Claribel, full on the 
unlucky boat andthe unfortunate boatman. The 
crash was tremendous. An universal scream from 
actors.and spectators soon brought Miss R. to 
the scene, and disturbed the tranquil course of 
Mrs. **’s embroidery. The mischief was less 
than might have been expected; a few bruises, 
one broken form, and two torn frocks: but the 
fright, the din, and the clatter, made too deep 
an impression to be overe oy! the drama was 
instantly proscribed, Feudal ‘Vimes thrown on 


the fire, and Deaf and Dumb: put under lock and | 


key. 


When once however the theatrical fever is 
thoroughly excited, it is not easily allayed, espe- 
cially if heightened by a prohibition. We were 
just on the point of actual rebellion, and had 
contrived a plot for regaining Deaf and Dumb, 
when a turn was given to our ideas by one of 
the confederates going to the opera, and coming 
back with her head full of a Scottish divertise- 
ment and the ballet of Orpheus and Eurydice. 
We hesitated.a long time which to choose; to 
have one we were determined. A ballet was not 

a plav; there was no edict against dancing; and, 
us the Grecian and Scottish parties ran high, 
we boldly resolved to blend the two stories into 
one. ** Rather improbable, to be sure,’’ said our 
manager, ‘‘ but not impossible. No reason on 
earth why Orpheus might not go to Scotland, in 
search of. Eurvdice; we must make that under- 
stood in the bills. The ballet will be quite as in- 
telligible one way as the other.’’ Quite. The 
union of twenty plots would not have puzzled 
our ballet mistress; the confusion of her brain 
defied increase. I cannot attempt a minute de- 


tail of our performance. Venus—for we enlisied | 


the whole corps of gods and 
service—Venus, a black haire vd 
rather quick-witted than beautiful, 


n grips) 


goddesses in our | 


slid about in | 


a paste- -board car, which she pushe d forward | 


much as a child manages a go-cart driving cruel- 
ly over her paper doves, and stopping: every 
again. Cupid, the ectdevant Pizarro, was the 
charm of the piece, full of grace and playfulness, 
he managed his shining wings with great ad- 
dress, and his bow and arrows still better. One 
of his feats was the demolition of a paste-board 
fortress, which we had erected across one cor- 
ner of the room, just large enough to contain 
the Scottish heroine, and ingeniously contrived 
to keep together by strings held in her hand, 
which she dropped as soon as Cupid drew his 
how, and sprang away from her prison. This 
piece of machinery was our principal attempt in 
that line; but we had made great advances in 
costume since the luckless night when the baron 
was brought to the ground by a pull at his white 
frock. Our Highland lasses had muslim aprons 


bound with tartan ribands, the right Highland 
dress of the Opera House; Jupiter had a rch. 


our dear old frend, 
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pelisse; and Pluto a beard—a fine tuft of bear- 
skin docked by our manager from her own fur 
tippet. This conscious splendour inspired us with 
a desire for a more numerous andience. We in- 
vited two or three young ladies of the neighbour- 
hood, who came to take lessons in dancing; Miss 
R. too we asked, the parlour-boarders, and the 
good old housekeeper. ‘}he evening arrived, the 
spectators were seated, unexpectedly reinforced 
by Mrs. ™, in high good humour; and we danced 
on in triumph confusion till we came to the 
grand scene of the infernal regions. We had 
been at some loss as to the management 
of the classical Hell. Even our undoubting 
manager was posed. Fire seemed to our simple 
apprehensions a necessary element. The Furies 
must have torches. No dispensing with that en- 
eine of horror, Accordingly we erected a sort of 
artificial rock-work, composed of tables, stools, 
and trunks of unequal height, over which was 
flung a large covering of canvas. Towards the 
centre of this machine we placed a saucer full 
of burning spirits of wine, eimitting much such a 
flame as I have seen issue at Christmas from a 
minced-pie floated with burning brandy. Our 
orchestra was playing ** The Soldier Tired,” 
the whole dramatis persone, gods and mortals, 


Greeks and Scots, were assembled on the stage, 


Orpheus was casting his memorable look back 
on Eurydice: and the Furies were lighting their 
torches at the blazing spirits—when the folding 

doors tlew back, and Madame appeared in the 
opening, mutHed white drapery, motionless 
for a moinent, and then gliding gently in, like 
another Castie Spectre. One of the 
astonishment at this apparition, dropped her 
torch, and set fire to the canvass covering just 
as Madame reached the rock-work. .The flame 


Furies 12 


cauoht here ye, and she dexterously whisked olf 


her vellow shpper, and tappe ‘dd out the fire with 
its slender hich heel. I still seem to hear the 
quick clear sound of those taps. She then grace- 
fully resumed her shoe and her tripping motion, 
and glided up to Mrs. **, with her usual mincing 
pace. So ended our ballet. We crowded round 


and thought no more oe 


| Orpheus and Eurydice. 
moment to pick them up and set them flying 3 


THE BRIDEMAID. 
The bridal is over, the guests are all gone, 
The bride’s only sister sits weeping alone ; 
The wreath of white roses is‘torn from her brow, 


And the heart of the tridemaid ts desolate now. 


With smiles and caresses she decked the fair bride, 

And then led her forth with affectionate pride: 

She knew that together no more they should dwell, 

Yet she smiled when she kissed her and whispered 
farewell. 


She would not embitter a festival day 
Nor send: her sweet sister in sadness away: 


' She liears the bells ringing, § she sees her de part, 
She cannot veil longer the grict of her heart. 


She thinks of each pleasure, each pain that encears 
The gentle companion of happier years ; 

The wreath of white roses is torn from her brow, 
And the meart of the bridemaid is Cesolate now. 
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THE BURIED HEART. 


‘From realms deceased 
Wakes as from 


Whoever shall visit Gloucester-Town, in Vir- 
ginia, will long gaze on the wild and splendid 
scenery, which nature, in a mood of wayward 
system and fantastic levity, has planted there. 
Towards the east is Chesapeake Bay, opening a 
boundless horizon to the observer, over which 
numerous dark and dense squadrons of wild fow! 
are flitting in airy courses. Here and there may 
be seen the diminished canvas of some solitary 
vessel, reflecting, in struggling and trembling 
lines, the brightness of the sunny day, or the 
fragile bark of the lazy fisherman, now hid be- 
neath the billow, and at the next moment with 
the crested spray glittering on its summit. The 
ruined and desolate village of York is opposite: 

‘no busy hum of enterprise is heard from her 
moss-grown pavement; and where was once 
concentrated the opulence and chivalry of the 
DoMINION, there remains nought but 
the melancholy vestiges of ruin. In the patue- 
tic language of Persia’s poet, ** The spider has 
woven her web, and the owl has built his nest 
in the palace of Astracan.’’ I wandered about 
this scene, with a heart impressed with the 
power of nature’s God, and my feelings of pa- 
triotism kindled into affectionate devotion at the 
recollected triumphs of Liberty. My old and 
venerable guide interested me with a magical 
influence, and although the tine has long pass- 
ed, [ stil remember, with intense pleasure, the 
soul-beaming expression of his sunken eye, and 
the mild benignity of countenance which evinced 
that his hfe had been dedicated to the practice 
of virtue. He led me to a retired seat on the 
brink of the hill, and und:sturbed, except by the 
wild screams of the snowy curlew, and the 
eagle’s note of triumph, he related a tale which 
gave to every spot the most interesting assecia- 
tions. 

Courtenay Melville was the pride of Stratford. 
Although descended from a noble and illustrious 
ancestry, she possessed no repelling and artili- 
cial hauteur, but was sweetly dignitied and gen- 
tly reserved. She was not tall—but who, when 
they gazed with rapture on the exquisite and 
delicate symmetry of her form, eould coldly 
criticise? Her hair was of raven black, which 
occasionally fell m careless curls over a neck 
which might rival, in whiteness, the Parian 
marble. Toa frank and benevolent disposition 
were added the fascinating graces of a polished 
education. Among her numerous suitors, she 
eould easily discern the merit of Florio, armed 
the butterfly fops who declared their pretensions 
in all the pageantry of ailected sensibility, and 
ere long she resigned to him that heart on 
which the romantic piety of love had deeply im- 
pressed his image. The day was fixed for their 
union, and that period of Iife which calls into 
active energy a!l the trembling sensations of 
the heart, was spent by them in calm anticipa- 
tions of an endearing and unclouded prospect of 
happiness. But alas! how soon does stern realty 
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prostrate the gay frost-work of fancy, and annul 
all the airy fabrics of ideal bie. Flono was 
ordered to join the regument to which he was an 
efficer, then about to embark forAmenes. He 
received his orders with apparent indifference, 
whele his heart was agitated to distraction by 
conteading emotions. He would not degrade 
the character of his station, by a resignation of 
the post ef duty and honor for sliothful and 
luxurious ease—but could he leave the adored 
object of bis affections? 

He soon made Courtenay acquainted with the 
heart-correding care which then tortured hum, 
She, though deeply aflected with the mtell 
gence, urged him to sail, and trust to that Pro- 
vidence which ever guarded and protected vu- 
tuous rectitude: and eh! when you return, ce- 
vered with laurels, the pnde and ornament of 
your ceuntry, will J not then find your heart 
still censtant and sincere' shall return, 
and the ecstatic memory of thy loveliness shall 
ever be my guide m giory’s path. linpresmng 
on her pallid cheek a burning kiss, and mghing 
the whisperings of adieu, he tled with precipita- 
tion from that influence which ought, even ia 
one moment, sever the honor of the seldier. 

With a deep and bitter melancholy of heart, 
Florio embarked at Plymouth, and after a 
speedy and prosperous voyage, he soon reached 
the shore of America. In many @ sanguinary 
contest, laurels freshened around his reputation, 
and he soon acquired, by the darmg chivalry 
and desperate enterprise of his character, the 
confidence of the whole army—and they who, 
in time of perilous danger and conflict, ralhed 
around his white plume, merle found them 
selves in the path to victory and distinction.* 

A full tide of success had for a time accom. 
panied the progress of the American army.— 
The brave and noble Cornwallis had gradually re- 
treated before the band of patriot heroes, flushed 
with the confidence of victory, until be wae be- 
sieved in the little town of York. The American 
troops day after day rapidly sdvanced thew 
works, and annoyed the enemy with a continued 
and d-structive fire. Atlast a generalattack from 
the Arnerican batteries opened on the Britieh 
entrenchments. The deafening roar of artillery, 
the clashing of armor, and the shneks of the 
wounded, all gave to the scene a wild and dm 
mal coloring. The gay and chivalne officer fell 
indiscriminately with the private, and many a 
brave heart breathed ita last mgh, while the 
bitter memery of wives and children far acrore 
the wave, came gathering in hosror over the 
dying moments of tle soldier. 

The standard of St. George yet floated im 
triumph on the British entrenchments, and 
although torn m shreds by the enemy's fire, it 
still fekered the dazzling beacon of glory, arid 
the sulphureous smoke of the battle. A shet, 
too truly aimed, struck in the earth where u 
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was planted’ It trembled for a moment, and 
amid the anxious gaze of the multitude, it was 
prostrated to the earth. 

Is there.no British soldier here? cried ‘Corn- 
wallis, as he rapidly urged his foaming steed. 

But ere he. had uttered these words, Florio 
had ascended the entrenchments,. and while 
thousands of eyes were directed to him, he rais- 
ed the prostrate. standard, and it again floated 
in proud majesty. A continued and glaring 
stream of fire was directed against fim, and 
alas! a ball, toe truly aimed, threw him head- 
long from the ramparts, while a heart-thrilling 
shriek, from thousands of his comrades, was his 
dismal knell. Life was fast quivering in its frail! 
abode, and turning to one of his companions he 
faintly said, ‘* Carry my heart to Courtenay.’’— 
He fixed his eyes with intense expression on the 
standard, which then fitfully glared in the rich 
anc mellow beams of the setting sun. The 
tlose and heavy fire of the American cannon 
had become slow and unsteady. The vapor and 
smoke had in vast waves fled before the western 
breeze, and while a flvod of glory, which broke 
from the western horizon, lightened in a bril- 
liant stream o’er his pallid’ countenance, he 
gazed with chivalric rapture on the floating 
standard, sliouted victory, and—expired. 


A few years since, continued the old .man, on 
a bleak and stormy day in November, a small 
skiff was discovered at the mouth of York river, 
pursuing its course upwards, under a full display 
of sail. It anchored off this place, and two 
strangers, of genteel deportment and military 
costume, soon landed, and lodged themselves at 
the only house of entertainment in the town.— 
In a few days they were noticed by the inhabi- 
tants to be closely employed m surveying every 
nook and corner of the place.. They were dis- 
covered to use mathematical instruments of a 
novel construction, and to note with accuracy 
every tree and house. The cobbler of. the vil- 
lage, who was at once its oracle and philoso- 
pher, after due deliberation, summoned a meet- 
ing of the inhabitants, and prefacing much on 
the subject of his devotion to the interests of 
the corporation, proceeded to inform his au- 
dience, that the strangers, who then excited 
their curiosity, were ‘‘money diggers,’’ andthat 
they ought to be strictly watched. This report 
was soon circulated with rapidity. The stran- 
gers were followed with attention, and wherever 
they marked a tree, it soon fell beneath the axe 
of the cobbler,.or some of his associates, (for. 
he had sagely united himself with all the ditch- 
ers and grave-diggers of the neighborhood,) its 
roots were torn up, and every stone which struck 


against the spade excited the most sanguine ex-. 


pectations. 


The innkeeper always evinced a-distant and. 


becoming air of mute respect to his guests. His 


wife, whose curiosity had been tortured into a. 
painful agony of. suffering, was shrewdly cunning 
and closely accurate in the numerous inquiries 
she made of the strangers. 

One evening the elder stranger offered the, 
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lanHord £100'for an acre of land belonging to 
him. What acre? replied the landlord. That 
acre of your land, continued the stranger, which 
I may think proper to designate. He sha@f not 
sell any of it to you, interposed his wife. ~ The 
poor landlerd, conscious of his dame’s superior 
sagacity and discernment, obstinately refused to 
sell it to his guests, who replied only by unmean- 
ing monosyllables to all the numerous anxious in- 
quiries ofthe good lady, what they wanted with 
it, &c. 

The next merning the skiff was seen at a dis- 
tance, full in the bosom of Chesapeake Bay, 
gradually receding from the sight. Confused 
suspicions flashed across the mind of the land- 
lord.. His wife was s00n in a hurried bustle, 
and lo! in their own garden was discovered the 
strong proof, that on the previous night the 
money diggers had been at work. A pit was 
found,.and at its bottom were easily perceived 
the traces of an iron box,. which had been car 
ried off. | 

The vessel which had escaped with the trea- 
sure, to the endless mortification of the lazy vil- 
lagers of Gloucester-Town, and which had borne 
away the mysterious strangers, soen reached a 
ship. at the Capes of Virginia—on which the 
strangers embarked for England, and, after a 
speedy voyage, reached its white and snowy 
cliffs. The iron box contaimed the heart of Flo 
rio, which, after the eventful day at York, had 


-been carefully embalmed, and interred in this 


manner at Gloucester-Town—and it was for 
Courtenay Melville’s sake that this pious pi 
grimage was made. 

When.the too true and. mournful intelligence 
of her beloved Florio's untimely yet glorious 
death reached her, she received it with feelings 
apparently composed: but alas! a deep, keen, 
searching grief too sensibly preyed on her soft 
and aflectionate disposition. ter melancholy 
sadness was alone and solitary. She could fiad 
ne sympathetic heart, oa which she could pour 
out its troubled overilowings. Her wild and 
agitated fancy often, in moments of maniac 
frenzy, pictured him as returning in every sail. 
Although to please she sometimes endeavored 
to smmile in. cheerfulness, it was only for a me- 
mont, and lake 

‘¢ That silvery almond flower, 

Which blooms on a leailess bough,” 
her mirth was in sad unison to that care-wasted 
frame, which evinced the deeply seated agony 
of a breaking heart. Consumption stole o’er 
her damask cheek, and while gradually sinking 
to the tomb, she hourly retraced, in all the 
freshness of memory, those moments which had 
winged their way, on downy feet, never to re- 
turn. Her last and only wish was, to enfold ia 
her embrace the heart of Flomo. It was pre- 
sented'to her by the mysterious strangers—she 
kissed it with emotioa, and ira convulsive fren- 
zy of tortured anxiety and rapturous feeling, her 
soul winged its way from its frail and morta! 
ahode to.a better and a happier world. 

ANNAU®. 
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HUSICAL TOUR IN GERMANY. 
This is one of the most airy, lively, and amus- 


- yng books of the kind, we have ever read. Its 


author, good-humoured as he is tasteful, appears 
determined, at all hazards, to avoid every thing 
hike gloom and melancholy; and he certainly 
succeeds in making his readers contented with 
themselves—the best triumph of an author. We 
could run fifty times over his dehghtful gossip 
about midnight concerts, silver-haired musicians, 
and beautiful prima donnas; and, but that our 
limits forbid, might be tempted to abstract half 
the book from its lawful publishers, to enliven 
our own columns, {t isa work that requires no 
criticism, but commendation. Its only fault, as 
far as we could discover, is, that it has an end. 
We wish it were in ten volumes. Perhaps the 
ideas of music, and the sweet associatrons it call- 
ed up in our mind, may have made us blind; but 
we have absolutely not one critical frown to be- 
stow upon the author. This being the case, the 
best thing we can do ts to let him speak, as Mr. 
Jerdan has it, for himself. 

Every body has heard of the fine church music 
of Catholic countries, but we should judge, trom 
our musical tourist, that the paradise of musi- 
ejans is Antwerp :—‘* can give but a faint 
kiea of the sweet half-monastic life one leads in 
Antwerp; it would be as impossible there to ne- 
giect attendance at matins, nones, or vespers, 
as if one had for years taken the vows of St. 
Francis or St. Domimic; and the magnihwent 
tower of the cathedral, whith stands out mast 
majestically from the Scheld, is ever and anon 
sending ferth with us deep-toned heavy bell, 


some * note of preparation,’ some waraing of 


duties to be fullilled.’’ 

With the enthusiasm of a poet he describes 
the venerable old cathedral.—* The external 
glory of the cathedral is much injured by its 
being hemmed in by houses, but in viewing the 
mternal structure, felt the truth of Gibbon’s 
observation, ‘ all superfluous ornament is reject- 
ed by the cold frugality of the Protestants; but 
the Catholic superstition, which is always the 
enemy of reason, is often the parent of the arts.’ 
The object of the builders seems to have been 
just the reverse of that which at the present 
day raises us a church with as much saved out 
of it as possible:—their ambition was to show 
that they possessed a wealth of taste able to 


elothe bare walls with the richest specunens of 


human ingenuity, as if they had only sought a 
place where to disburden themselves of then 
magnificent thoughts;—their hiddea corners and 
obscure nooks show as rauch elaboration and 
finish in some gem which * blushes unseen,’ as 
that part which meets the eye in open day. Here 
are the most charming proportions of length and 
height, an ‘embeowed root,’ graceful arches, a 
light—not of the: dun, religious kind, which in 
the old aisles ef our cathedrals reveals the cold 
stony memorials of iNustrious dead, but a warm 
mid-day glare, disclosing Rubens’s divine paint- 
ings—a temple of art, where female forms, full 


af softness and vitality, the tender Madonna 
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and Child, calm samts and patient martyrs, ra- 
ther lead to an enthusiasm for beauty than con- 
templations on death. It i possble to view 
this place without being reminded of one’s frail 
mortality. Not soim the minsters of England, 
which from the frequency of sepulture are half 
charnel-houses, with some stage of decompos- 
tion going forward under our feet at every step 
we take, and with that hard unyielding marble 
(so different to the genality of parnting, but the 
only material that would exwt in the damp and 
black vapours which collect in those buildings), 
we are filled with melancholy thoughts on the 
Mern necessity whach im rigidly imposed alike 
on poets and heroes, fuole andknaves. The ho- 
nius of our cathedral sarvice and that of the 
Catholics m essentially dilerent: im the one, all 
is holy, abstracted, sublime, where the idea 
of sex and worldly aflectsions cannot wterfere 
with that chilling tlesh-creeping solemnity, whieb 
‘brings all heaven betore the eyes;’ im the other, 
human passions, love and tenderness, are ever 
awakened, and the eve and ear both adminster 
to voluptuous sensations. in this relgion the 
imagination and the senses go hand in hand, and 
music and perfumes, the luxury of an casters 
sultan, induce yearnings not always of the moat 
godly kind; and it is not surprising that thas 
mode ot wership should tind followers, 
where is a duty enjorned in the rubrick, 
and in which art the priest never fails te give @ 
snecimen of his proficiency when wm pentifical- 
bus he makes the august sacrifice of the masa."* 

Our tourist does not tras c! merely to see sighta, 
but makes what he sees an @xcuse for telling us 
what he thinks. Huis remarks onthe ornamente 
of cathedral organs afe tasteful and just - 
‘‘ One's admiration w extorted at the ta teful 
design and elaborate workmanship which i ma. 
nifest on the cases of the organs m Antwerp, and 
that at the cathedral is budt up with a poetical 
conception. ot the splendour which helts those 
enchanted palaces of sound—-the ‘loud uplifted 
angel-trumpets,” at the mouths of the winged 
musicians that nroudly stam) on the em nencees 

really give @ 
ihe Hhagination 
To my mind, these gracetul fyures, which look 
just about to tly, are never seen to greater ad- 
vantage than when the organ is pealing forth, 
with a solemn stepping bars to some procession 
below; and I like the wea ug such @ 
screen over these mechameal contriutaces and 
metal pipes, and of feasting the sight with 
pleasure precisely analogous to that which the 
hearing receives.”’ 

The Antwerp orgainiet’s reason for playing @ 
gay tune at the end of the chug h-service is very 
cogent. ‘* The organust, alter the service, juste 
fied his selection by observing, that a gay style 
best suited the frame of mind in which the priests 
and oonyreyation found themselves aflegs dis- 
charging their spiritual duties, and that a brisk 
snovernent had great eflect in creating aa appe- 
tite for diuuner. Whether the gentleman's argue 


side of the mstrument, 
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fresh dignity to its tones im 
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ment were founded im fact ox not, have ever 
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ecstatic. 


found the Catholics after mass, and on festivals 
especially, more tenacious of their dishes and 
wine, more joyous and convivial than other days. 


The philosopher, who sits unmoved in the re- 
tirement of his study, or yields only to the calm 
delights of domestic life, loses half the rapture of 
existence, the feelings of public devotion. —** The 
last musical service which took place during my 
stay in Antwerp was performed in the cathedral at 
night; it was delightful to stand at the extremity 
of the nave, and, through the long vista of arches, 
enveloped in thick darkness, to see the blaze of 
torch-light thrown on the high altar,the gor- 
geous robes of the priests, the swinging of silver 
censers which warm the air and embalm the pic- 
tures in their fragrance and aroma; above all, to 
hear Gregorian phrases softened and mellowed 
by distance, the effect of the whole was so over- 
powering as easily te make one credit those tales 
of overwrought fancy, where people have sud- 
denly imagined themselves sublimed, deified, 
The reason is at first taken prisoner, 
and there is little inclination to question the im- 
port of rites and ceremonies, to which all the 
noblest arts are made subservient and tributary ; 
but the mind at last works out its own salvation, 
seizes what is good and admirable, and soon, in 
one of these edifices, as in a Pagan temple, wor- 
ships the spirit of Beauty in all its forms, forget- 
ful that uncharitableness and bigotry exist in the 
world.”’ 


Were we disposed to envy travellers the en- 
yoymenis they purchase with so much. pleasant 
toil, it would be on such occasions as the fol- 
lowing :—*‘ One of those processions of the town 
iahabitants, frequent in Catholic countries, took 
place in Cologne on Sunday morning, during the 
octave from the great feast Corpus Domini, and 
the music which accompanied it placed the com- 
binations and eflects of the art in an entirely 
new position. On these occasions the streets 
are strewed with rushes, so that the performers 
glide along noiseless as ghosts, and nothing in- 
terrupts the solemnity of the harmony. The 
singers consisted of young girls and boys, youths 
and maidens, and lastly of consummate men, 
walking in double rows of immense length, and 
sometimes accompanied by bands of wind instru- 
ments. The simple hymn, sung by the girls in 
three parts, pitched in a low key, nicely in tune, 
and without any vociferation—this, replied to by 
the men™ voices, and then in return by those of 
the youtiis, produced the most affecting appeal 
to the feelings of which music is capable—tears 
came unbidden. The pauses in the music, the 
large body of voices, the contrast between the 
trebles, tenors, and basses, the sudden breaking 
out in different parts of that long line, some 
voices from their distance merging into silence, 
others unexpectedly swelling out near at hand, 
produced am entire and delicious novelty in the 
art, and such as might by a great master of eflect 
be turned to infinite account.”’ 

From the following passage the reader will 
perceive that our musical friend does not bestow 
aj} his admiration upon flats and sharps. 
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‘* Mademoiselle Madler, who performed the 
part of Euryanthe, and is the principal soprano 
in this corps, has a sweet voice, and would make 
an excellent chamber-singer; but in the forte 
parts of every bravura she was almost inaudible, 
because the band is really too large for accom- 
panying opera music, especially songs. But who- 
ever looked at Mademoiselle Madler would 
hardly wish for a higher pleasure than his eye- 
sight would afford him; she is a model of Ger- 
man beauty, which is indeed a condensation of 
female loveliness, including all the sentiment of 
it. The lady must be thus imagined: a being 
somewhat about the height of Shakspeare’s Rosa- 
lind, with that undulating flow of outline in her 
figure which never wearies in contemplating, a 
face perfect for its symmetrical regularity, and 
its looks of goodness; hair (almost distracting to 
mention) of an auburn celour, and in such pro- 
fusion, that when allowed to escape from its 
confinement, it descended nearly to the feet 
This abundance of hair is the dowry which every 
German woman brings her husband; and I find 
that in this country.they have engrossed the 
fabled strength of Samson m that particular, 
which should by lineal descent have been ours; 
but if they are usurpers, they are certamly not 
tyrants,”’ 

The following remarks on the manners of the 
people of Munich, are distinguished for good- 
nature, 

‘* It is not the custom in Munich for the inha- 
bitants to dine much at their own houses, but 
they indulge their gulosity with considerable 
vigour at the various hotels. In the south of 
Germany the dinner-hour is universally one 
o’clock; and as the breakfast barely justifies tts 
etymology, being a most etherial meal, an ap- 
petite is seldom wanting at that hour. A great 
proportion of the guests at these public tables are 
ollicers in the army, generally fine and intel- 
ligent looking men, whose overgrown shaggy 
mustachios disguise much good nature, and are 
only the semblance of fierceness. ‘hen comes 
the cook’s ordeal; and a German cook is an ar- 
tificer so dexterous in the occult refinements of 
his art, so delicate in his flavours, so profound 
in his combinations, that the eater shall expe- 
rience no malign results in the concoction of any 
dish in which his subtle hand hath been em- 
ployed. The courses follow one another in slow 
but numerous succession, and the conversation 
of the company, which at first commenced 
pianisstmo, soon, under the influence of generous 
fare, becomes gradually louder as the talkers in- 
crease: at last those who have the misfortune 
to be engaged in some knotty argument or me- 
taphysical discussion, are obliged to halloo at 
the top of their voices with a most harmless but 
amusing violence. When talking earnestly upon 
a subject in which they are interested, the Ger- 
mans roll out their fine, rough, energetic words 
with infinite gusto. All this time the madcheu 
(generally a pretty girl, who asststs in serving 
the guests individually) acts as a moderator of 
the asperitics of dispute; she insinuates her gen- 
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tle form, craving attention to some fresh cates 
or dainties, or ‘lucent syrups tinct with cin- 
namon,’ and generally receives in retum from 
the men a sly embrace or extempore eompli- 
ment, or from the women some approval of her 
well-chosen dress: and this familiarity, which 
resultsentirely from a benevolence of disposition, 
never degene ‘rates info prossness on the part 
of the superiors, or impudence on that of the 
menial. Human nature is a very pleasant and 
good natured thing in Bavaria. I have thought 
it necessary to pabegyrize the German cooks on 
account of the viva: ity and mental activity which 
their dishes leave to the eater , who is after them 
never mvore cogitabund, more luxuriant for a 
sonnet or other piece of off-hand eloquence, and 
they sufhiciently disprove that it is alone ‘ spare 
fast that with the gods doth diet.”’ 

The Bavarian ladies ought to feel immense 
obligation to our tourist, for relating the follow- 
ing anecdote :—** The Bavarian women are cele- 
brated for their innate kindness and 
of heart; and there is a saying with resp t to 
them, which has grown im parts of the 
country almost proverbial—* Sie werden nichts 
abschlagen nothing.’ Whe- 
ther such an observation may be borne out in 
fact in its widest application | presume not to 

say; but thelr friendly natures are suthciently 


woodness 
some 


evident: A voung opera-singer of Mumch, who 
travelled with me, having worn himself out by 


excess of joking and laughter during the day, 
became sleepy in the evening, and not occupy- 
ing a corner of the coach, found his head rather 
Inconvenient; a Bavarian lady, who sat next to 
him, protesing that she could never sleepin a 
coach, surrendered her place to him, and ina 
few minutes his head recumbent on her 
shoulder, his arim round her Waist, and he slept 
profoundly.» When the coach stopped to chanye 
horses, I walked with my musical friend to view 
the rums of a little Gothic church in the moon- 
light; and on asking luinif he was acquainted 
with the lady on whose shoulder he had slept 40) 
well, he repiied, ‘I have 
but we do these things 
varia.’ ’’ 


The ladies of Vienna appear to be less fasci- 
nating:—‘* The ladies in Vienna have remark- 
ably delicate complexions, fine hair, and pretty 
features; they gaily in the Parisian 
fashion, and have an extreme consciousness of 
their appearance in this respect; 
own observation, and it careful one, i 
should think it a rare thing to find in Vienna a 
female face with that tueward look of sen! 
tenderness, and intellect, for which a man might 
with perfect riety become miadly in love. 
That I should rob them of Heaven for- 
fend; they have in conversation the elegant 
languor and fashionable nonchalance which are 
highly esteemed as feminine accomplishments, 
but the tascination of the Saxon women will 


not allow me to speak even of these im parti- 
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never seen her betore: 


for one another Iti ba- 


dress ve ry 


but from my 
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German version iw called Der Schnee, 


‘fromthe hills to the river, 


601 
(The 


Snow,) Mademoiselle Sontag turns the heads of 
the whole town: m thos piece the aucbence tw 
charmed with every flourish, enraptured with 
every look, movement, or gesture; and as to her 
playfulness, it is seen with ecstacy The fact 
that Mademoiselle Sontay not tred at the 
severe tribunal of the German opera im Berlin, 
but sings at a theatre where three parts of the 
people come to see her alone, and among her ad- 
uurers are certainly be reckoned those 
whose judgment in musical matters « of the 

The dispassionate he. 
tener discovers Iiittle 
lades than he 
those of other 
has a distinet artic 


not to 
cle irest., unpre 
more to admire im her rou- 


he ard hundreds of times if 
“ontag 
and deals m all the 
tamed can- 


ch the soul 


has 
singers 
ilatron, 
minutne of refinement; but m a su 
fahile, that surt of movement in wl 
of the singer 
erent, It ws the leaven of Catalina’s bad style 
which has deteriorated the taste of the present 


looks out, lamentably deti- 


dav, and directly Opposes it toa ple and ha- 
tural mode of expression 


- -- 
WALLACHIA AND WMOLDAVIA. 
HY DR. WALSH. 


Mol davia, 
le between the 
and the irpa- 
extending; in length the 
about in breadth, 
The face 
of the COUDTES is generally upper 
part, contiguous to the mountains, m= very beauti- 
ful and pieturesque, the along the 
mn no less degree the 


‘The provinces of Wallachia a 
as limits are now fired 
northern shore of the Danube 
thian Mountains, 
Pruth to 


Oreova, and 
150 miles 


varied: the 


lower part, 


shores of the Danube, 


contrary; the greatet part of the shore, to.a 
great breadth inland, = marsh, particularly in 


Moldu' ¥ rom the 
Carpathian ("| ives for 
through the soft mud, leaving behind 

large stagnant | The cli- 
mate mm not varied than tie tace of the 
being subject to great d sudden tran- 
the alterations be ng go- 
nerally from rain to for half the year. Not. 
its southern latitude, m 43% N. the 
and nvers falling » ire frozen over 
then capa ble of be aring 


where the waters running | 
iain excavare various pa 

themselves 
in their course 
lew 
country, 


ot te 


witliat nding 
for aly weeka, and ase 


fu if 


cCarriagoe of any bhurthen, even the heaviest ar- 
The iWrecuuaril unusual of 
the climate are said to produce a decided chlect 


on animal life. lhe knolle and jungles of stunt. 


ed wood the {ow yes Of Larpathiana, 
i Upper Walla: bia, are the 
bit they ire of 
even tho dome 
those of other countries, 
sipid. 

‘The population ofthe two provinces est). 
mated at and their tempera- 
ment p irfane deteriorating nature of the 
climate. The peasantry | saw were 


haunts of bears and 
timid nature: 
yventie than 
and them more 


wolves: a very 


pnimals are tiote 


persons, 
sof the 


soil and 


generally of low stature agd weak physical pow- 


a French opera by Auber, of which the 


ors, with light, soft, silky hair; and though they 
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persons were plump, their muscles were flabby, 
and their motions indolent and inert; and this, in- 
deed, is the general character, from the Boyara 
who reposed in their gilded carriages, to the Sur- 
rogees who drove the little carts. Their moral 
qualities are modified by their physical tempera- 
ment: great crimes are unknown among a people 
who have not sufficient hardihood to attempt 
them; and those that are committed in the coun- 
try are perpetrated by Pandours, Arnauts, and 
other licentious strangers, who have been intro- 
duced as guards to protect the more timid na- 
tives. These men frequently attack travellers, 
either alone, or in companies, when crossing the 
broken grounds of the high country. These, 
with the Greeks, were the men who principally 
composed the army of Ypselantes; the natives, 
though well disposed to the cause, not daring to 
join in it, 

‘* With dispositions so indolent, and physical 
powers so weak, the eflects of human labour and 
industry are not to be seeninthe country. The 
principal agricultural produce is wheat; but the 
quantity raised bears no proportion to the extent 
and fertility of the soil, The Turks fix a maxi- 
mum price at which they purchase the corn in 
Wallachia, and sell it themselves at a conside- 
rable advance in Constantinople. If a native 
presume to do it, he is punishable with the bas- 
tinade and the loss of his grain. It is, besides, 
the practice never to sow the land ia the nnme- 
diate vicinity of a public read, and, to a passing 
traveller, it seems as if tillage were altogether 
neglected. Pasture is more suitable to their 
habits and dispositions; and accordingly they 
supply the neighbouring countries with its pro- 
duce: from 2to 300,000 sheep, and from 3 to 
4000 horses, are annually sent tu Constantinople; 
and immense quanties of swine and horned cat- 
tle enter Transylvania and Hungary by the dif- 
ferent passes of the Carpathians. 
are net much consumed in a country where the 
great majority dress in sheep-skins. Every thing 


of this description used by the inhabitants of | 


towns is brought from Germany, particularly the 
splendid but fragile carriages of the Boyars. 

‘* The dress of the upper classes is quite Ori- 
ental, resembling that of the Greeks and Arme- 
nians at Constantinople and Smyrna. A ca!pac, 
or tall cap, like an obtruncated sugar-loaf, with 
the smal! end placed on the head—a farradgee, 
or pelissee, lined and bordered with fur—a girdle 
of rich shawl round the waist—long loose trow- 
sers—open boots of coloured leather, and slip- 
pers with sharp toesturned up. That of the pea- 


sants, however, is more characteristic, and is | 


generally supposed to be one proof of their Ro- 
man.origin. A piece of raw hide is laid on the 
ground, on which the peasant puts his foot; it is 
then cut round a Jittle larger than the sole, pier- 
ced for strings round the edges, and drawn up, 
and tied. The strings pass between the toes; and 
thus bound on, it exactly resembles the sandal 
on tae foot of a Roman statue. The breeches 
are-very short; but the shirt, which is of coarse 


Manufactures | 


| and he has spoken but too truly; I must die, 
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| waistband, hangs down over it as low ag the 
knees, and is bound round the waist with a cin. 
culus, or girdle: over the shirt is a tight vest, of 
jacket; and in hot or cold weather, they Carry a 
large sheep-skin cloak hanging on their shoulders 
and on their heads either a cap ora German hat 
The dress of the women is remarkable for the 
light manner in which they button themselves 
up ina long coarse cotton coat, which reaches 
from the chin to the ground, and conceals the 
feet, which are naked; round their heads they 
bind a handkerchief, with paras, or other coins 
jingling fromit. Their habitations are walls of 
mud covered with straw, with a deep excavation, 
like a cellar; in summer they live above, and ip 
winter below the ground. They aye not bound, 
as formerly, to the soil, but are at liberty to 
move where they please, since their emancipation 
by Mavrocordato; though they generally con. 
tinue in the same spot, from habit or indolence. 
Every male- peasant above the age of sixteen 
subject to the capitation tax, 
CARDINAL MAZARIN. 

‘© The cardinal was then very ill. One day when 
I entered his apartment im the Louvre, treading 
with measured steps on tiptoe, (because Ber- 
noun, his valet-de-chatnbre, told me that he was 
asleep,) Lfound him seated in his arm chatr before 
the tire, and had tull time to observe fim weil, 
in a state of extraordinary agitation. His body, 
from its own weight, fell sometimes forward and 
sometimes backward, his head was at one time 
very nearly striking his knees, and at another 
falling on the back of his chair; he threw hm- 
self about unceasingly from right to left, and in 
this short interval of time, which was only a few 
minutes, the balance of his watch did not go 
quicker than his body. You would have said 
that a demon had possession of him; and w hat 
remarkabie, he was speaking, but as he did not 
| articulate his words, I could not comprehend 
what he said. Fearing lest he should fall into 
‘the fire, I called Bernouin, who immediately 
came, laid hold of him, and shook him well, 
‘What’s the matter, Bernouin?’ said he, awak- 
ing; ‘ What’s the matter? Guenaud has said 
it/’* * Deuce take Geenaud and his saying, 
said the valet, ‘will you be always repeating 
that?’ ‘ Yes, Bernouin, es, Guenaud has said u! 


— 


cannot escape it. Guenaud has said u! Gue- 
naud has said it!” 1 then heard most distinctly 
those sorrowful words, which I could not under 
stand when he pronounced them in his sleep. 

was confounded and horrified; and still more 80 
with the terror which appeared painted in his 
looks. Bernouin told him that I was in waiting, 
‘Bid him come forward,’ and stretching out his 
hand, which I kissed, he said to me: * My poo! 
friend, I am dying!’—* I see it well,’ answered |, 


| * Guenaud was the physician, who had shortly “4 
fore this, when called into consultation on the cal pat 
malady, faivly told him that he must, prepare for death, 


hermapen linen, instead of being tucked into the | and that he had not more than two monthy 10 live,. 
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‘but believe me, my dear master, it is you whe 
are killing yourself. Do not distress yourself by 
ruel speeches which kill your servants, 
anddo more mjury to your Eminence than even 
your malady.’—‘ It 1s very true, said he to me, 
‘my poor M. de Brienne, but Guenaud has said it 
and Guenaud knows his business well. 

« Hearing him speak in this manner, I could 
) be.ng melted even to tears; I hada sin- 
‘ and his state excited in 
me the greatest compassion, He stretched out 
his arms and embraced me very tenderly. His 
breath affected me to such a degree that J was 
almost on the pont of fainting, on perceiving 
which he took a lozenge into his mouth, and 
exye me another. ‘I am very sorry for it,’ said 
a very obligintly, * but yousee, my friend, what 
‘a man—l have good teeth, and I eat sparingly, 
but | carry within me the cause of a speedy 
death. He seemed heart-broken on pronoun- 
eng these words, and then began repeaiing 
afresh, ‘Guenaud has said it.’ | 
cardinal, notwithstanding, four or five 
days betore his de ith. had his bi 
his nustac tee: curled with trons; they put rouge 
snhis cheeks and his lips, and painted him so 
weil with ceruse and whiting, that he had pro- 
bably never in his life looked so fair and rosy. 
Getting then into his sedan-chair, which was 
oren in front, he proceeded in this ine equipage 
totake a turn round the garden, to bury, as he 
maid himself, the synagogue honorably. I was 
pever more surprised in my lite than I was at 
fight of this rap.d and ¢ omplete metamorphosis, 
frora the bed of 
death, where | had just left hia, to a renewal of 
in anpearan e wiore real than that of 
Notwithstand.:ng, he was then, it may 
be said, on the very brink of the grave; and I 
ain persuaded that the violent effort which this 
hun, hac'ened his death by several days. If 
he had hot tiius attempted to cheat nature, he 
would not have fallen so soon: but this folly, 
great in the sight of God, was still greater in the 
presence of men, who, like myself, were quite 
AWare of his state, and looked upon this scene as 
dream or a vision, which only se: 
Beater odium on this dying politician, and made 
he courtiers, who are always unmerciful, say of 
krave he lived, a knave he resolved 
‘ die.’ 


these © 


not help be.ng 
cere aflection fur him, 


ird splay ed, and 


tia 
tis sudden change olf scene, 


ved to turow 


“The Count de Nogent, a wicked wit, mcet- 


MW” him in this e juipage, suid to hin,—* The air 
‘$000 lor you; it has alre uly produced a great 
lange, Your Emmence should take it often.’ 
Miether he wrew red or pale at this compliment, 
neh) discovered his knavery, is not known; it 
"Certain thet he was struck with it, as might be 
Hceived from the change in his eyes, if none 
uid be seen in his countenance. The cardinal 
Torn back: find myself ill.’ Nogent, 
Rag his point with unparalleled crueity, said 
‘ui, *{ beheve it, for your Eminence looks 
“Yted.’ This stroke went like a dagger to 
“deart of the cardinal. I followed him, and 
“Tiua garried back to his bed, on which he 
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fell like a man ina fit. They gave him some ro- 
viving cordial, which recovered him. Bernouin, 
his valet-de-chambre, then said to him, ‘ I knew 
well what would happen, and I told you so. 
What is the use of this foolery?? The cardinal 
replied not a word, and every one was dismissed 
from the apartment. 

** The Count de Nogent, who had been a spec- 
tator of the whole of this comedy as well as my- 
celf, hastened to pay his court to the queen-mo- 
ther by telling her of it: her Majesty could not re- 
frain from laughing, and really believed that he 
was only jesting. I confirrned what he said, on 
his appealing to me as a witness; but having less 
hardness of heart about me, I related the fact 
with greater delicacy, and threw the blame of it 
upon the physician who had obliged him to take 
the air. * He ought not to have been shaved,’ said 
the queen, ‘it will hasten his death;’ and she 
sent to inquire after him. ‘ Every one knows 
the state he is in,’ added she, ‘ it was uselessto 
disguise it, and this ouly serves to make people 
talk.’ In fact, nothing else was talked of at 
court, and I do not believe the cardinal was ever 
more severely handled than he was on this occa- 
sion. My father, to whorn I related it the same 
evening, would not believe me, and treated me as 
if had told him a le, In vain didI swear to him 
that I told nothing but the truth; he reproached 
me severely, and was as angry with me asif Thad 
committed a serious fault; at last he believed me, 
and shrugged up his shoulders.”’ 

RATS IN PARIS. 

To ascertain the number of these animals is, 
of course, impossible; but that it must be pro- 
digious may be judged from the facts we are 
going to state, and fromthe circumstance that one 
of the chief obstacles to the removal of the 
slaughter-houses to a greater distance from Pa- 
ris, is the fear entertained of the dangerous con- 
sequences that may result to the neighborhood, 
from suddenly depriving these voracious vermin 
of their accustomed sustenance. The carcasses 
of the horses killed in the day, (and sometimes 
these amount to 35,) are found next morning 
picked bare to the bone. Now, as it is known 
that they devour a considerable quantity of the 
muscular parts and intestines that have been 
thrown together im heaps, and the quantity ne- 
cessary to the support of a single rat being as- 
certained, some idea may be formed of their 
amazing number. Dussaussois, a proprietor of 
one of the slaughter-houses, has, however, 
made a still more conelusive experiment. A 
part of his establishment is enclosed by solid 
walls, at the foot of which are several holes, 
made for the ingress and egress of the rats; into 
this enclosure he put the carcasses of two or 
three horses, and towards the middle of the 
night, having first cautiously, and with as little 
noise as possible, stopped up all the above men- 
tioned holes, he, accompanied by several of his 
workmen, each having a torch in one hand and 
a stick in the other, entered the yard, and clos- 
ing the door behind them, commenced a general 
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massacre: it 
for no matter how the blow was directed, it was 
eure to immolate a rat; and those who endea- 
vored to escape by climbing up the walls were 
made to descend in double quick time, by apply- 
ing the torch to their nether ends. By a recur- 
rence of this expedient, at intervals of a few days, 
he killed, in the space of a month, 16,050 rats. 
After one night’s massacre the dead amounted 
to 2,650, and the result of four hunts was 9 101, 
Even this can give but an imperfect idea of the 
number of these vermin, for the enclosure in 
which they were thus killed contains not above 
the twentieth part of the space over which are 
spread the dead bodies of horses, which it is but 
natural to suppose must equally attract the rats 
upon all points. ‘Lhese animals have made bur- 
rows for themselves, like rabbits, in the adjoin- 
ing fields, and hollowed out into galleries all the 
surrounding eminences, and that to such an ex- 
tent that it is not unusual to see the latter crum- 
ble away at the base, and leave exposed these 
subterranecous works. They have undermined 
all the walls and constructions in the neighbor- 
hood, and it is only by taking the most particu- 
lar precautions—casing the foundation with 
broken bottles, &c.—that Dussaussois has been 
able to preserve from falling a small house at- 
tached to lis establishment. So great is the 
number of these animals, that they have not all 
been able to lodge themselves in the immediate 
vicinity of the slauglhter-houses; for there are 
most distinctly traced and well: known paths, 
leading across the fields frum the enclosures | 
which the horses are killed, to a burrow about 
five hundred paces distant. These paths are 
particularly remarkable in wet weather, as they 
are covered the whole of their length with a 
clayed mud, that adheres to the feet of the rats 
on coming out of their burrows, There is a pe- 
culiar circumstance, worth relating, relative to 
the predilections which these animals show to 
one particular part of the horse: they always m- 
variably begin by devourmg the eyes, drinking 
the liquid contained in thee ‘m, and eating the fat 
at the bottom of the orbit. There never has 
been an instance of a dead horse left one night 
exposed, the eyes of which were not devoured 
before morning. During very severe frosts, 
when it becoines iiposs:ble to flay and cut up 
the bodies of horses that have been for any time 
exposed to the air, and when even the fragments 
of flesh lying about have become so hard as to 
render it ditiicult for the rats to feed upon them, 
they resort to the following expedient:—They 
penetrate into the body, emher through the 
wound, when the anim: ul bai been put to death 
by plunging a knife into the breast, or through 
the anus when the skin is not cut, the animal 
having been killed by a blow of asledge. They 
there establish themselves, and devour the flesh, 
so that, when the thaw comes, the workmen 
find nothing but a skin and a skeleton under- 
neath, as clean and clear of flesh as if it had 
been prepared by the most skilful operator. 
These animals are extremely prolific—the fe- 
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males bear five or six times a year. In serer| 

that we opened, we found 14, 16, and even js ad th 
young ones. It is only necessary to turn up the pain 

earth with the foot to find nests containing ne R 
many. Their ferocity and voracity surpass an Juss 
thing that can be imagined—to Prove which, we aying 
need only state the following fact:—« yy wer 
gendic having gone himself to Montfaucon, 
procure twe Ive rats, upon which to make ex; De prone 
riments, had them put together into a box, 1 

his return home he opened the box, and fou 

but three rats, the others having been devoured 

by the survivors, and nothing remained of thy 

but their tails and bones. The fact appears jp. 

credible, but we have it from M. Magendie’y 

lips.’’ The Reporters, gravely reasoning upon 
this, as they have said themselves, incredi r 

fact, go onto say—The fear of what the ray 

may do when deprived of their accustomed food, 

should no longer be an obstacle to the removal 

of the herse slaughter-house to a greater ds 

tance from Paris, for may we not reckon upog 

their natural ferocity? And if they have eaten 

each other in the box in which M. Magendeem 1, 
closed them, why should they not devour each 

other in a similar manner in their burrows, whea 

aves to it by hunger? Addced to this, the love 

of gain will contribute to their destruction, { 

furriers now seem anxious to obtain ther 

skins. For some time back the workmen ot te 
Duseaussois have been in the habit of seling 

them for three francs, and fifteen sous the hu 
| dred. But that these who are happily ata Gs 

tance from Montfoucon may ease some idea 

the peculiar odour that prevails there, tue Ree 

port recommends the following effort (certam 

not an agreeable one) of the imagination 
to yourself what may be the e-ect a 

the putrid decoion tipost othe; ot tHlesh a 

intestines that have been ex during wees 

and months to the air and the sun’s rays 

this join the emanations of a soil whieh b is b el 

for \ ea@©rs wobibing blood and other an:mal 

quids, hupgled with the abomuinabls fetid si | 
that tlows the cat-gut, size, ane 
manufactories in the neighbourhood. Moby 

this stench to any deorce of intensity you Wi 

by recalling to your romd the most odious Sikes 

you have ever met With: and ve t, alicl ail, ys | 
will have but a verv inadequate lea of the tru 

horrible odo IF Arising from th! 

most mfectious it 1s possible to conceive. And 

yet itis at the very gates of Paris, an rd in one 

of the most pic turesque and aore Sp 
close to the promenad le frequente 1d by the labe t 
rious part of the pepulation of the city, tha 7 
there has been suflered to remain, for so mal] ; 
years, this, the greatest pest house that er 

bly ever existed. The fetid emanations ars! d 
from this horrible nuisance, not only render " of 
most uninhabitable the neighbouring villages 
Pautin and Romainville, but infect the Bowe T! 

vard du Temple, several of the streets in the fon 


however, only takes place when the airs ca 
i 


Maraes, and extend their influence even ¢ the 
gardens of the Tuilleries. This last extensidd 
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jx, isa large room set apart tor the 
ta » and cutting up of the dogs and cats ei- 


what fullows, appears evident that the 
' ese animals figures, of course, under a 

rent name, (rabbit or hare most likely,) 
delicacies served up to their cus- 

the minor restaurateurs; for the Re- 

“to sav—**A man and a woman are 

the whole vear round in flaying and 

al els. The sk! Ds ot the dogs 
:, odry:those of the cats are .care- 
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ithe weather heavy and cloudy.’’ The re-y 
vine extracts we shall take at random from 
_** Near to the slaughter-house of 


the streets of Paris, or stolen 
’ (rag-gatherers. ) 


Hound Jead in 
iby the rs, 


jects of commerce furnished by 


with straw; the fat of both is sedu- 
ted and melted down, and the paws 
We never entered 
thout findimg a great num- 
cats flayed, and embowelled, | 
lL t1:@ grealest cCarc, anu 
nit o estewing-pan. Whether | 
i@ slauguter-house men | 
rs woud seem to preclude the idea) 
iis, We Were not abl | 
and tails are always cut | 
ind ows, thys resem! 
irance, and it Would not 
distinguish them from other | 
ize, Which are admitted | 
es. In room or novel, of almost 
Paris, little gallows, 
e unfortunate dovs which | 
ili tthe streets,— 
to bring to land the 
rin the Se: Tie | 
Lj inent stene ch pre- 
elses, it appears, no in- 
: se employed there; fo: 
all the workmen, 
living in the midst 
rruption, enjoy the most 
nd--b it bealih. One of these 
larka iecundity, has a 
t ihe ind handsomest children 
ie to se Che members of the Coin- 
i her place the child that 
ng in -keleton of a horse, as in 
le, she proceeded to tley and 
er cal s that lay close tothe spot. 
em ed in these slaughter- 
Coneral, tic ictivity and wood looks 
| eriod th nose of Paris and the sur- 


shy country, 's also well known that, 
ise Which prevailed in the 
: ot Pautin and La Villette, 
mon of Montfaucon was al- 
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The new site to ich the members of the 


| ended that the horse 
left he ank “Houses shor Jd be transferred, is onthe 
Dank of the Se; oe, some hundred yards be- 


Y the village of Aw: enil, which is on the right | 
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bank, and about half way between Paris and &t. 
Cloud. 

the average rate at which the different ol- 
these horses are 
sold, is as follows:—The skin, 15 franes each: 
long hair, 10d, per Ib.; the Hesh, when trech 
and wholesome, 3d. per lb.; the tendons, 6d. per 
lv.4 the oil, 7d. per lb.; the hoots, 6d, per 
the bones, 4 centunes, or something less than a 
farthing, per lb. 

The report concludes by stating that the mem- 
bers of the Commission were continually 
for seven months in visiting the various 
horse slaughter-houses, in discussing the obser- 
vations made there, and in preparing and draw- 
ing up the Report. 

From the London Weekly Review. 
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to show how long abstinence js shdurabie: and 
what are the puincipal symptoms felt under its 
tearful intliction. 

The siege of Manheim by the French took 


ani the relator ot 
alive at Fr rankfort, 


the circun stances Ww lately 


) Wauich city he had been lor many years a re- 
sident. The narrative is given, as nearly as pos- 
Sble, in his own words, He was an agreeable 

ely man, fond of anecdote; and he diverted 
is frends with many nteresting c.rcumstances 
which occurred during the investment, and after 
ihe capture of his native place. He told us that 


Lie boy Ernest, mentioned in the DOETMATS, pos- 


sed the faculty of sce.n y the shells in the air 
after their projection from t! ie French batteries, 
ind that he was accustomed to call out, that 
people inthe streets might take care of thei 
descent; this warning, however, was useiess, as 
until a missile had reached the ground, no one 
knew which way to ren to avoid it. There were 
several individuals who were equally acute in 


besieged at the same time.— 


Vision among the 
Sut to the sulyec 

‘The sieve had commenced, and the 2 firing had 
b egun to wax warm, so that the inhabitants were 
to avail them: of any adeqt shelte >t 
its terrible et The batteries €7t 
chet entiladed every street, and the cellars of the 
houses became the only secure places of refuge. 
Isami most persons betook themselves, with 


fects, 


what for kk ot pi roy isions they COU 
These "oulice’ were strongly arched over, and it 
was a rare circumstance that a bomb, after 


forcing through the root and strong floors of a 
house in succession, had power enough left to 
penetrate the arches which covered them. An 
unfortunate accident prevented my affording any 
aid to the garrison in the defence, having broken 
my leg by a fall from the ramparts a day ortwo 
after the city was invested. I lived in a tolera- 
bly broad street, but much exposed to the ene- 
miny’s shot, whi sh frequently plunged along its 
whole range from end to end. Now and then a 
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shell had fallen within a few yards of my door, 


mattress or two to be removed into my cellars, 
together with asmall quantity of food, some can- 
dles, necessaries, and a few books, and took up 
my abode there. 

There were two cellars, each situated at the 
end of a vaulted passage. The second was occu- 
pied by my two female domestics; a lad named 
irnest, about fourteen years of age, lived in one 
or the other, and ran backwards Or forwards as 
circumstances or his own inclinations disposed 
him. About the centre of the arched passage, 
on the right hand side, was a flight of stone 
stairs, which led to the kitchen above. The boy 
Ernest was of a lively fearless disposition, and 
would frequently get weary of our subterranean 
residence, and run up to look’ out at the street- 
door, and sometimes venture towards the ram- 
parts, whence he would contrive to bring us news 
of the state of affairs and mention what houses 
were ruined by the firing. 

Matters had proceeded in the foregoing man- 
ner for a week or two after we had lived in our 
subterraneous apartments, when one morning the 
firing seemed to rage with redoubled violence, 
both within and without the defences. The 
earth around and above me shook with the ex- 
plosions from the batteries, and I concluded 
some decisive attack was about to take place. 
helpless situation, stretched upon my 
tress or sitting up and supported with pillows, 
became doubly painful. At such a moment to be 
powerless and inert, was peculiarly afflicting: 
and my reflections were not of the most agvcea- 
ble character. Ernest came to the door of the 
cellar about ten o’clock in the morning, for the 
last time, and told me he should go up and learn 
what the terrible loudness of the tiring indicated, 
He left me and mounted to the kitchen above, 
which f could scarcely imagine he had crossed, 
before a noise and crash, loud as the loudest 
thunder, involved me at once in dust and dark- 
ness. lI was atthe corner of the cellar furthest 
from the entrance, and a load of rubbish choak- 
el up the doorway, extending some feet within 
the entrance of my abode. | immediately con- 
jectured the cause; namely, that a shell had fal- 
len upon the house and exploded on or broken 


through the arched passage at the entrance of 


the cellar, making me a prisoner. 

When I hada little recovered from my sur- 
nrise, | found the entrance hermetically scaled 
against ingress or egress; and what was, in my 
eircumstances, equally dreadful, a tinder-box, 
candles, and a little store of provisions, which 
were just without the cellar-door, in an excava- 
tion in the wall of the passage, were lost to me. 
[ might have crawled thither froin my mattress 
and secured them, but the masses of stone piled 
on each other forbade the most distant prospect 
of hope from any exertion of my own. I threw 
myself back in anagony ofdespair. In the con- 


| upon me at once, and my heart died within > 


glimmering in the socket! Its last flash Was liks 
the arrow of death passing through my heay 
I now wept like a woman amid the darkness of 
my unseen abode, that was, as far as I coujj 
judge, to be my charnel-vault. Death from hyp. 
ger was before me, with all its keenness of sy. 
fering. The dull and as it were remote soypj 
of the guns from without, so difierent in  jntep. 
sity from what it had lately been, told me tha 
the mass interposed between myself and th 
upper world must be very considerable. | fo 
my heart shrink up at the discovery of my situs. 
tion. The hours lingered into ages; but it wag 
long before the feeling of hunger atiected me— 
so much was iny mund occupied with appreben. 
sions for the tuture, and tilled with hopes and 
fears in continual ebb and flow. In gro 


around me I found two stale crusts of bread. and 
some Water yet remained in a vessel by the sde 
of iny mattress. Both I used avariciously, vet at 
every mouthltul my apprehensiou for the ftoture 
increased, and a hundred times did | in vain fee} 
around carcfully for some other relic of food: | 
had, | then thought, no aliernative but to de. 
Why should I fear to do so?—hundreds, perhaps 
thousands, were at the same moment d\ no 
above, but a short distance from me. in the yio- 
lence’of angry passions, and with horrible lace- 
rations. | should go out from lite Like a taper; 
and most probably the pains of such a ceath 
had been greatly exaggerated. Sach were ny 
self-comlorts—relfuges trom despair. 

[soon found a sensation of e:mptiness come 
over me, bordering upon faintness, similar 
what many people tecl who delay a meal toa 
verv late hour. It appeared to me that my eves 
were weak, andi fancied if ] had bad light neat 
me that sull 1 couid have seen nothing distinctiy. 
This sensation was accompanied by a tremor of 


ris 


the eyelids and a swunmine in the head. I 
to relieve mvself by giving way to sleep, the i 
clination for which came at times very stronciy 


than a restless doze imparts, and this was aways 
cnt short by some lorrible vision that prevented 
its affording me the least benetit. Now thougnt 
I was seated ata splendid feast, here all that 
could attract the palate and delight the senses 
was before me. I was touching the ricuest 
viands—nay, actually lifting the envied morsel 
till it touched my mouth, and its jiavour was i 
my nostrils, when l was awoke by some hideous 
phantom snatching the untasted morsel from my 
shrivelled lips and dashing it away. Sometimes 
found myself in a delicious island, where the 
finest fruits grew in nature’s utmost prodigal’: 
but, on tasting them, they were nauseous a% 
sickening, mere soot and ashes; and il I soug! 
to relieve my thirst from the pure limpid streams 
that ran in crystal among the luxurious scenel?, 
I found them changed into bitter blood, Lvels 


ering 


and it became evident that it was no longer safe | To add tomy misfortune my candle was nearly “s 

; to remain above ground. I therefore caused a| burnt out;—with what feelings did I wate) i vee 


if m 
assa 
frou 
beal 
time 
ene! 


pa ni 
mak 
my 
tress 
ever 
horr 
and 
hort 
the 


nan 


thing seemed to combine to mock my sul! 


fusion which reigned without, | must remain for- i 
and edge my tortures. I was much ailucic 


wotten! All the horror of my. situation came 


d by] 


mi 
‘ 4 
| 
Bel 
| 
= 
>. > 
| 
| 
; 
| al 
| 
| 
ny | | over me, but could not gain more reiresiimem 
bub 
rat 
| 
oF 


THE CASKET. 


epasms and twitching sensations internally, as if 
1,e viscera Were drawn together and expanded 
too suddenly. Hollow, aching, gnawing pains, as 
if my vitals were torn with pincers, frequently 
assailed me, but seemed to diminish in force 
from repetition. I strove with all my might to 
bear up with patience and resignation; and at 
times | subdued my bodily pai with my mind’s 
epergy, but alas! such periods were only of mo- 
nientary duration. Drowsiness generally accom- 
panied the cessation ot pain, but it was only to 
make me start from hideous visions and tantaliz- 
ng dreams. It seemed as if no recollections of 
my past life—no images but such as would dis- 
tress me to the utmost, at such a moment, were 
ever recalled; such as they were, they appeared 
horribly vivid and true, torturing me like fiends, 
and rendering my mind an instrument of pain 
horrible as that where the worm dieth not, and 
the fire is not quenched. 

That absolute weakness which is the fruit of 
inanition in general, did not come over me jor 
some days. It is true | had no opportunity of 
trying my strength; and I knew not what effect 
my recent accident might have had on iny frame, 
in rendering it less or more capable of resistance 
tothe approach of hunger. My mind seemed to 
me first susceptible of the advance of sullering, 


for my memory was very quickly lupaired, All 
my recollections seemed in disconnected links, 
oruuted with what had not the remotest aflhm- 


ty to each or either, as is often the case ina fe- 
vered drearn. Alinost intolerable restlessness of 
spirit at lirst accompanied my bodily torment, 
ending in deep depression of mind, and sighing. 
L poured forth my prayers to God incessantly; 
but they seemed to give littie or no consolation. 
lastead of Leing followed by resignation am 
peaking of the early part of my suflering,) I 
let incined to murmur the more at my destiny, 
anc to task the justice of the Alnughty in pre- 
sine to such a doom, Then my feel- 


gr 


uid be converted into keen regret, or 
for my murmuring. The pro- 


‘death added weight to my mental an- 
sh, and suddenly summoned before me, en- 
“argig Garkly in bulk, the sins of my past life, 
until they arose to be inaccessible barriers to 
me ope of eternal glory when my miserable 
etisteice on earth should have closed. I always 
ae the mental torment I endured on this occa- 
mon ss equal to the bodily, during the time the 
dv preserved the consistency of its functions. 
eetwards the mind sunk down with it into a 
Mees Ol apathy no apprehension could rouse. 


my HYiat dreadful state { demanded of heaven if 
nes ‘ernble suflerings would not propitiate my 
the ~*—Whether heaven, that had so permitted 
fs ily to be heaped upon my head, would not 
ine a, against my offences towards its ma- 
thus | prayed or murmured. Reason sel- 
uded me, 1 was the victim of suflering’s 
Ths coren and was cast upon wild fancies, enjoy- 
er me renose, 

5 This stage of my trial soon had its end; I had 


We of computing time, for the hands of my 


watch were invisible from the darkness; I knew 
that it concluded just after I had finished the 
last drop of my water. The absence of this be- 
veraye, though I had made it last me as long as 
[ could, produced a rapid change in my sensa- 
tions; this [ well recollect. I began to feel fain- 
ter and more weak, and my limbs grew painfully 
cold. Shiverings now and then came over me; 
and my mind, contrary to what had happened 
before, seemed to have by far the advantage of 
the body. I was conscious of delirium at times, 
and of demoniacal dreams, but at intervals I was 
more composed, and sufiered little pain, but in- 
exorable debility. The viscera seemed to me d> 
minished, and all energy in them extinct, feeling 
like a dead mass, and as if those of a dead dis- 
embowelled animal had been placed within me 
instead of my own. My giddiness of head in- 
creased, together with the spysms and faintness. 
Iam certain, too, that about this time I became 
totally blind, at least such is my firm Mnpres- 
sion. I found, too, that in my paroxisms of deli- 
rium I had attempted to gnaw my arms, but the 
laceration was not deep, simply from the want 
of physical power to penetrate the muscle with 
my relaxed jaws. ‘* When, O God, will my ago- 
nies end?’? was my frequent sigh, for I was too 
weak for an articulate ejaculation. I seemed to 
have forgotten words, even to myself, as [ found 
when I tried to pray; I could not connect what 
I would say, can well remember. At length a 
repose, which seemed the forerunner of speecy 
death, came upon me, though still sensible, but 
powerless as a corpse. I looked for my delive- 
rance by death with unconcern. I have an im- 
pression that, while lying in this state, I heard 
the sound of artillery, but [ cannot be certain, 
any more than [ can tell how long it was before 
I became wholly insensible. 

My next recollection of myself is a most pain- 
ful one. | was I could not guess where. Strange 
voices were around me, and l could not see the 
speakers, from utter want of vision. The horribie 
debility I felt in body, combined with the activ- 
ty of my mind during my resuscitation, was un- 
speakably painful—so much so that the recol- 
lection almost overpowers me at times even now. 
It appeared that Ernest had escaped the eflects 
ofa thirteen-inch shell, which burst over the 
passave to the cellar and broke in thearch. The 
siege grew warmer, and the city was taken, 
When inatters were a little quiet, the faithful 
lad did not fail to implore all he met in my be- 
half. A humane French officer ordered a search 
to be made, and I was found, apparently lifeless, 
stretched on my mattress. To the care of a 
French surgeon I also owe my recovery and the 
power of now relating my sufferings. That re- 
covery was slow. I had endured a fasting of nine 
entire days. I am six feet high and proportion- 
ally stout; when found, a boy could have carried 
me on his back, and 1 seemed shrunk to the 
lowest stature, a mere cage of bone and skin. 
Nothing of inconvenience remains to me now 
from this my severe trial, save now and then, a 
dream of horrible vividness, which comes upop 
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me whenever I suffer from feverishness or indi- 
gestion, and fearfully recalls the past. 
CIENT ENGLISH SHRINES. 

The pee of a pilgrimage to the ancient 
shrines of England, was sometimes of a gene- 
ral and sometimes of a particular kind; and the 
ceremonial which took place on arriving at a 
shrine differed accordingly. At Boxley and Hailes 
the pilgrim underwent a sort of ordeal, which 
Was supposed to determine his spiritual taste.— 
At the former place he lifted a small wooden 
image of St. Rumbold, which was artfully pinned 
to the altar if Ins otierimg had been insufiicient; 
and at the latter was shown a phial of the true 
blood, with a blackened side, which, when turn- 
ed towards him, rendered the contents imvisible. 
But these were particular cases; and, generally 
speaking, a visit 6 a shrine included nothing 
more than ordinary gratification of curiosity, or 
devotion. A tolerable idea of its general nature 
may be gainéd from the description given by 
Mecviens of his visit to Walsingham. His dia- 
Jogue on this subject is, perhaps, too fanciful in 
paris to be implicitly adopted; but there is no 
reason to doubt the general correctness of its 
details, the ininuteness of which gives it an ad- 
ditional value. The pilgrims who arrived at Wal- 
singaain entered the sacred precinct by a low, 
narrow wicket. It was purposely made difficult 
10 pass, as a precaution against the robberies 
which were frequently committed at the 
On the gate in which the wicket opened 
nailed a copper image ofa knight on 
whose miraculous preservation on the spot by the 
Virgin formed the subject of one of the nume- 


~ 

we 


ehrine. 
| was 


yous legendary stories with which the pince 
abounded. To the east of the gate within, 
stood a small chapel, where the pilgrim was al- 


lowed, for money, to kiss a gigantic bone, said to 
have been the finger-bone of St. Peter. After 
this, he was conducted to a_ building, thatched 
with reeds and straw, enclosing two wells in high 
repute for indigestion and headache, and also tor 
the more rare Virtue of ensuring to the votary, 
within certain limits, whatever he might isbn 
at the time of drinking their waters. The build- 
ing itself was said to have been transported there 
through the air, many centuries before, in a deep 
snow; anc, as a proof of it, tle visiter was grave- 
ly painted to an old bear’s skin attached to one 
of the beams. After this, he entered the outer 
chapel, an unfinished building at the time of 
Erasmus, who describes the high winds from the 
neighbouring sea blowing through its open doors 
nd windows. Within this stood the chapel of the 
Virgin, a small wooden building, with a door on 
its opposite sides, through which the pilgrims 
entered and retired. The celebrated image of our 
lady stood within it on the right of the altar.— 
The interior was kept highly perfumed, and ilu- 
iminated solely by tapers, which dimly revealed 
the sacred image surrounded by the gold and 
jyowels of the shrine. The pilgrim knelt awhile 
ou the steps of the altar in prayer, and then de- 
posited lis offering upon it, and passedon. What 
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scollected at the foot of 


he gave was instantly taken up by a priest, 


Whit 
stood in readiness, to prevent the NEXt comer 

from stealing it In de ‘positing his own offering — 
At an altar, : apparently m the outer chapel] Was 
x] the lel ted lie AV. 
exhibites ie celebrated relic of the Virgin's 
wil 

milk. It was inclosed ina chrystal to nrevent 


the contamination of lips, 


“Whose ki<s 
Hal been pollution unto aucht so chaste,” 

and set in a crucifix. The pilgrims knelt on thy 
steps of the altar to kiss it, and after Lie cere 
mony, the priest held out a board to seceiyg 
their offerings, like that with which tolls wer bi 
bridges, The Sacred 
lic itself, Lrasmus Says, 
chalk mixed with the white of eggs, an 
quite solid. The image of the virgin and her sop, tv 
as they made their salute, also ippenred | | 
to give them a nod of approbation. An incident 
ofa personal kind illustrates the bigotry and 
intolerance which prevailed at these places. Af 
the ceremony Sacre 
kiasmus regues ted his friend to inquire for Lin 
in the mildest manner, what was the evidence 
that it was indeed the true milk! The prics ap. 
peared at first not to notice the question, Lut o 
its being repeated, his countenance assumed an 
expression of astonishment and ferocity, 


was exclusively like 


vy of kissing the 


atone of thunder he asked Wf they > 
authentic Inscriptions of the fact. From tue vie- 


lence of his manner, they expected every usta 
to have been thrust out as heretics, ape \v 
tomake their e by a ent ot ey. 
inscription which he reterre d to was tound, aia 
secarch, fixed upen a high 

was scarcely legible. They contrived, however, 
to read it: but found it to contain: merely a Lis 
oft this precious relic from the ten cents 
rv, when it wis purchased by an old womai 
near Constantinople, With an assurance, 


} 
atl pu! 


which arose its fame, that is 
the virgim’s milk had fallen on the groune be 
fore they were collected, wiile 
directly from her breas 
HUSIAN LIFE. 

variety of calculations 
latcly been made in France, with respect! 
the average duration of human lit : 
Paris during the eighteenth century. 
pears, that the averave auc of marriage Wass 
for men, about 29 years and three quarter 
women, about 214 years and Ure 
quarters; and that the average ace uh 
rents, at the birthofa son, wis, lor 
about 26 years and a quarter—tor meh 

3 -anda quarter. It follows 


CULIOUS 


—for 


about 33 years 
that there was nearly three cenerations in 
Paris during the last century. It is a Ie 
markable fret. that this estimate coinciuts 


with that of the Greeks in thei chronology! 
cal tables. 
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che FALLS OF CASCADE CREEK. the labyrinth, and each corner of tie ground plot 
mer CASCADE CreEEK unites itself with the Susque- outside of the gravel walk is destined to be 
_ hanna about a mile to the south of that part of the | decorated witha Chinese temple upon a smaller 
Was corthern boundary line of Pennsylvania, through scale. 
in’s which the river passes on its first entrance into When vou enter the Pagoda, you are informed 
ent this State. The Creek is, in general, rapid, and by a placard placed in the casement story, that 
derives its name from a fine Cascade of about | it is ‘*the Temple of Confucius,’’ after the cele- 
wxty feet in height, of which we have given a! brated Chinese Philosopher of thatname. You 
ketch, Thisisabout halt a mile above the | ascend, by a very easy winding stair case, from 
th mouth of the Creek, the banks or cliffs of} story to story, until you find yourselves at an 
Ps which are so abrupt on both sides, that the in-| elevation of 110 feet above the garden, which 
sia eyjsitive traveller is obliged to wade a considera- 1s, itself, nearly on a level with the eight win- 
ble part of the way in the water, before he can | dows of Christ Church steeple. With the aid of 
re reac the Cascade, the beauty of which willam- | a telescope, with which the visitor is here provid- 
ke sly reward his toil, At this place the rock 1s ed, can take a survey of the country fora cir- 
Was couposed Of horizontal strata of great regulari- | cuit of thirty miles, and enjoy all the pleasures 
on ty, overwhich the water, catching inits descent, | accompanying country life, without subjecting 
Aint jilcin a broken sheet of foam. The banks of himself to the diseases and perils incident to au- 
‘om the Creek, above the Cascade, are skirted with | tumnal decay. He may trace with delight the 
and the hemlock spruce, (Pimus-Abies Americana) | romantic scenery that adorns the winding shores 
fe which, thorghatree of littl value for its tim-| of the Schuylkill; the variegated woods that 
ik er, adds greatly, in the painter’s eye, to the | clothe and crown the swelling uplands on the 
picturesque beauty of the scene. south and west; the rapidly improving, yet ai- 
ready large and beautiful city of Philadelphia 
THEN PAGODA. on the east; and the numerous publie buildings of 
Sent and sequestered and shady places, | the metropolis of Pennsylvania, the farm-houses 
among tle earlier and more imagmative, though | and the country-seats of wealthy proprietors 
eSs Oh, ‘atened nations, have alw ays been con- on the north. Below him tlows the calm, me- 
secruied toa worship, however wild, most fancitul andering river; its glassy waters roll in a sheat 
Atnong all people—even the fas-]| of foam over the artificial cascade of Fair 
unt idious, by refined and mtellectual of this cen- Mount, and then continue their quiet course be- 
via wry—vuicences, Whether aatural or artiicial,| neath two noble bridges, and through a fruitful 
Th that command extensive views of picturesque and country to the ocean. 
enery, always present peculiar attrace The cishts and sounds here presented to the 
re the inhabitants of and eye of the contemplative observer, win their 
ver, ore sees For whaserer withdraws the ‘Beart way gently to the heart, and leave it both wiser, 
wit and unsatisted better and happicr. The mind expands as 
exaggerated estinslion——and greatness, wealth and grandeur, of the city be- 
piling so rnuch as the smile of nature, and the hind, and the country around this fairy spot. A 
tags mooutight eve—and a single hour passed in the 
kel pence, it not oblivion, the agitations of the contemplation and enjoyment of the wild beau- 
the Vek, ties of nature, and the signal triumphs of useful 
Mai Blut of art—will better prepare the mind lor its conti- 
fully nual struggles in life than all the operas which 
verities the of thas suscestions as the barbarously invented, or all the 
up jisplaved from the towers of Pre displayed to the insatiable gaze of unprofitable 
PAGODA. No other public place of resort and 
id of natural and artificial life—of 
ms ‘Mand country—of city grandeur and diver- A clock-maker of Memmingen has announced ia 
shied rural beauty. to the public, in the last number of the Com- 
nrc Tue lot on which it stands is situate on Fran- | mercial Courier of Dantzic, a clock for sale, ot ' " 
Ppa tis's street, and yields in point of eminence to his own invention, which has employed his ex- { . 
meds Pur Mount alone. About one hundred feet of | ertions for the last 
mer occupied by a Chinese pavilion used as a age is { 
ow Mpletely jn the light eastern style. only once inthree months, and a report as lou “ti 
ns i fom the southern side of the Pavilion you | as that of a twelve pounder gives notice of the iy if 
a cen by an easy flight of stairs to the laby- | time when it has stopped. The inventor, M. if 
mth garden, Around the palisadoes is a broad | Pipert, warrants for weary BIX \ 
loa oe Walk, forming an extensive and delight- thousand ducats for it; the Gran | Duke of Hesse a 
' ptomenade—it is ornamented by a bed of] has offered him five thousand, which he has re- 
thoice lowers, The Pagoda is in the centre of | used, 
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A DAY AT TILE SEA-SIDE. 


| found, on calling at the Manse, lying be- 
{ween me and the village, in a little sheltered 
cove, Which nothing ruder than the ‘ sweet 
south’? could ever visit, that the worthy minister 
was from home; nor did a garrulous old nurse 
(the only member of the family unwillingly re- 
maining on the premises) fail to make me ac- 
cuainted with the reason. 


‘©The town’s a’ asteer the day, sir,’’ said she; 
an’ ye canna wonder at it. There’s four-and- 
‘wenty as gude men and lads to sail this tide 
for Greenland, as ever tried the cauld uncanny 
trade, and there’s sair hearts enow, nae doubt, 
among wives and mothers; and the minister, 
ve’re sure, couldna bide awa’ at sica time, when 
the women 7Il need comfort, and the lads coun- 
col. YVestreen was our Greenland preachings, 
we ca’ them, and wee! J wot, if an honest 
jian’s prayers can bring a blessing, they we rena 
red for them that * go down to the sea in 
But will ve step in, sir, and rest ye?’ 

edded my garrulous informant, shall I send 
herd laddie down by fur the master? He'll 
“« vexed to miss you, aiid vou sic a stranger.— 
Lad really yelook sairforfoughten wi’ scrambliog 


Our rOchSs., 


4 
) 


J thanked old Elspeth, but declining her hos- 
p.tality, pursucd iny walk towards the village, 


a line ot tlic 
rined the rest oj] 


if pati was now aiscernivie. 


Frocks WillCi 
Shore, but aiid w hich u 


Lie 
wre 

iste presence ot ul well-dressed stran 


rerT—one 


wiouinot even Hamlet,in his wildest mood,could 


ave iiustaken tor fishmonger’’—scldom fail- 
d to excite an unusual sensation in its aniphibi- 
us race; but on this das pave 
srambulated the Village long enough, without 
more than a transient glance from a 


scholar. 


Tie first dwelling to whi 
i:kely to contain the minis! 


airecteda as 


bh was 
of 


Wa 


one such) 


dimensions, mdicatcea that is occupant, 
| n removing, ere long, to tle ‘narrow house’ 
) appointed for all. living uld make no vers 

violent. OF probaly ne trausition,— 
Wiien lifted the latch, i] did so gently 
sto be unperceived, there s.cod, with his back 

» on the se amy stout young 

hs bundle in dis hanc. as if in act to de- 

art, in relactance to quit the aged 

snerable being, who, from an ¢ v-Chair besidi 


ic lire, Was him ler bene 


There appeared a strugg!c 
iween the love of enterprise et 
The latter had and 
came in, heard him Bay, erceel sae 
—it ye downa bide to see 
fur awa’ frae ye, PH just stay, 


his mind, be- 
1d the 


“Clire 


iste 


icuty. 


, mother! me gang 

and iry What 
ean do for ye at hamne.  ‘Viere’s to be 
youder, nae doubt—and (with asigh) mair 
» be seen for a young. lad that wad fain be net- 
bour-like—but PH bide wi se, mother, gin ye 
ie--and there’s as gude fish in the sea here— 


asi 
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‘}made a by subscription, and she'll no resus 


if they’re no just sac muckle—as ovor cam 
o’t in Greenland.’”’ 

Ye'll no bide wi’ me, Jolinny!”’ answered 
the sorrowing, yet resigned parent—who, , 
neighbor whispered me, had lost a husband ang 
three sons by the perils of the deep—« yyy 
gang in the Lord’s name, like them that gacd 
before ye—if it be the Lord’s will, ye'll coy 
safe hame again—and if ’’—but the alternaty, 
that might be submitted to, could | 
pressed in words, ‘‘Gae your way, my darn, 
and follow your lawful cailing-—the widow's 
laddie will no want Ane to keep hum ; 


Ju! 


nor Ul. 


We 


less, 

I drew back out of sight wlule the meek en. 
ciated being, who looked as if sorrow had nexrh 
done its last, and, perhaps, not worst oific 
loosenig the ties that bound fraine 
spirit to this world, wrung her son’: 
feebly sighme—* The Loic 
exhausted m her chair. 

She's right, sirs,”’ said 2 grave old man 
primitive aspect, in his Suncay’s suit; one: 
elders who had been evidently employed 
conciling her to the seperation. 
useless and sinfu’ to wrestle 
Providence.  There’s Maran Jamneson 


? 
gaec Wil 


against c 


bye has been fretting, and wishing tor som 
thing to keep her ne’er-co-weel spout 


frac the fishing—and dina he fa’ into the 
well vestreen in the darken ne, and neal 


A deme: 
fand her imuci 


wean—that she was feared to. trus' 


life on an errand o’ her ain cdeviaing: 
ted woman she was, when sie 


rade 
5 

the sea wi’? his Maker—lIving, feet 

a? 

her ain vard well! Whe 


ower witis but doubtful—tut a 


bivthe m0 


wad she 


i} & 


hae been, to see 
hale, wi’ the lave o’ our leds to Green!an 
day!*’ 

1 listened with deep respeet to tie wile 
headed elder’s practical homily—and it 
close requested him to tell nie where ie thou 
Mr. Menteiti, 
He's 


should most probably Mine. 
whom I had a few iminutes’ 
readily be sitting awlule wi’ Helen L 

| sairest heart in the town the 
man, that was wont to be the towe! 
king our Greenland Jads, and cata 
ofien skaithless frac the deep, dwinee 
ths winter wi? a slow decline, and her 
less bairhes are no auld enerazh to do ony | 
for her. a trifle o’ si!!er here ! 
that the lads scrapid thegither for hi 
-——for she’s kent better day So 4 nid ner ear $i 
just resivned to tak? Session | 


business 
has 


iti 


Sid 


© 


! 
yet. 


at the hand o”’ her Willie’s loving comrades. 
The minister’s no to tell her how muckle 
comes to, that he may slip in what he likes 11 
the Session frae time to time. It’s no 4 a 
sither a right frame o’ Helen’s to be sae pre 
ful—but if she thinks she can wrestle up P 
bairns without parish help, it’ll prevent her sinks 
ing under her distress.”’ 

T was too sincere a friend to the }! 


naerivs 
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‘soling of honest repugnance to parochial aid, | 
long the boast and pride of my country, not to 
contribute my mite to keep Helen, in éffect as 
well as idea, olf the list of its dependents. The 
elder seemed, on the score of my subscription, 
ro think me entitled to the entree of the house 
of mourning; and | accompanied him, with real 
eympathy, to the door, though I declined going 
firther till should learn the state of the widow’s 
feelings. 

Tie dwelling, still that of her more prosperous 
lays, aflorded two apartments; in the outer and 
unvccupied one of which the elder left me for a 
faw quinutes. There was much in the aspect of 
this little eabin—tor such, in many of its fea- 
tures, it might have seemed-—to render it trying 

tue feelings Of the poor bereaved one. To 


tue ful-erigged miniature ship, the characteristic 
rnanient of many a skipper’s parlor, were add- 
re -of the Torrid Zone, (the gifts of ship- 
mates, mm Strange contact with pieces of whale- 
hone. and teeth of seals and walrusses. The 
rassy silver watch hung by a black ribbon over 


the mantel-piece, and still regularly taking note 
uc with which he, whose movements it 

hac wong directed, had ceased to have con- 
melancnoly memento. A mark 

wall indicated the recent disappearance, 

from poveriy,) of a clock, whose oc- 

Was now, alas! superseded by the sta- 

sition of a watch, not to be parted 

cud, nor displaced till clauned by its 


inlv-headed eldest boy. 


window lay a large bible. on whose 

ircs were printed, Willam Lonie, 

‘and beside it a well-thumbed collec- 
vrecks,and a Natural History of the 

Ni, ‘. scrupulously clean bed, with its ela- 
awork quilt, spoke of former luxury 
—but at its foot a little hastily ar- 

tain concealed something, which, in 
cottage, might have been supposed a 

patron nnage. Whatever nt was, it 
e precious and painful to memory, 

cc from the eye, lest it should be too 
heart. I litted, more in sympathy 
riositv, the veil aside, and behind at, 
veirs at least, perhaps forever, hung 
vearted sailor’s tiddle!—whose merry 

Ci ibtless whiled away many an inter- 
sladdened the hearts of 
Ws Curing may a winter night at home. 
the later destination of its jocund 

beneath it stood that cradle whose 
Was for ever gone! 
of these wrecks of past hap- 
| vrought me close to the shghlt parti- 
4 1 could hear, amid suppressed and gen- 
ng, a glad yeung voice exclaim, ** Mo- 
‘cli send me and Willie to the schule now 
well be men in no time, and gang to 
like our father!’ 

Diana think,’’ at length sobbed out the soft, 
“il weeper, **that I’m no grateful, John Do- 
“om, because I canna speak to tell you and 

Willie’s Kindly neighbors, how muckle 


ir day, an 
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I think o’ your kindness—God alone kens—and 
I tak it the mair freely, that mony’s the time 
the puir fellow has done the like for them that 
needed it!’’ 

‘* Ay, Helen, that did he, answered the canna 
elder; ‘‘ and is it no a true text that says, ‘ Cast 
your bread upon the waters, and ye shall find it 
after many days?’ 

** But, neibor,’’ said the oppressed widow, ** I 
canna think upon warld’s gear the dav—no even 
to gie the praise whar it is rightly due—when I 
would gie a’ that men ever wared or won, to see 
Willie Lonie standing feckless and plackless—as 
[ ance saw him after a shipwreck—wi’ naething 
on the earth but his leal heart and ljs stout arm 
to trust to!—But,’’ added she, sighing, and sud- 
denly changing her tone, ‘* Gae wa’, John Do- 
naldson, and thank the lads for me; and tak wee 
Johony in your hand—that’s his purr father’s 
picture. The blessing o° the widow, and the 
thanks o’ the fatherless, will be muckle thought 
the day amang them.”’ 

There’s one no far ofi, Helen,’’ said the 
cood elder, ‘* who wad maybe like to hae them 
too—though he’s a douce landwart gentleman, 
and no about encountering ony jeopardy. He's 
a friend o’ the minister’s forbye.”’ 

‘‘ Is he, indeed?’’ cried the widow—* tien he 
is welcome to me, though he had never put his 
hand in his purse for me or mine! I whiles 
erieve that I canna repay the gude [ get at 
mony a-hand; but the minister, honest man, 
never lies on my conscience—for his heart, and 
his treasure, and his reward, are a’thegither in 
Heaven.’’ 

J opened the door cautiously, and introduced 
by the good old man, laid my hand affectionately 
on the heads of the dark rosy boys, and then held 
it out to their sorrowing mother. How impar- 
tial is Nature in her distribution of personal ad- 
vantages! How omnipotent the regality of 

Had a painter wished to 


9 


mind and character! 
portray a Roman matron of the sofier staip— 
the mother to whose caresses Corivlanus must 
have viclded—or the Eponina whose smiles 
could cheer long years of famine and proscrip- 
tion—here might have been his model. Yet 
there was a Madonna expression in her down- 
east eye, that spoke rather of Christian firmness 
than Roman stoicism; and a royal martyr of the 
early church, meck though undismaved, amid a 
hostile army, might. have perhaps found in He- 
len Lonie a still mecter representative. 1 real- 
ly shrunk back, half unable to profier condo- 
lence to so commanding a being. 

“T thank ye, sir, kindly, said she, ‘‘ for me 
and mine, for your Caristian he!tp to a lone wo- 
man, that has been e’en ower little used cither 
to work or want, While Willie lived I had little 
need to do either; but if I do the best for the 
tane, Providence will take care o’ the other.— 
This is to be my last day o’ sinfu’ repining. The 
Lord has sent this supply, to rebuke my heart- 
lessness and quicken ny diligence. Tak it wi? 
ye, John Donaldson, and set me up ina bit shop 
wi’t—and see if it winna be like the widow's 
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cruise of oil, and grow aye the langer the mair! | 
But ye maunna forget the kind givers, John— 
oh! dinna let the lads sail without my blessing! 
And stop, John, | promised Peter Morrison his 
spy-glass, for a token 0’ the love he bore him. 
I’ve never looked at since the day he tried to 
see his ain vessel as she came up the Firth. ‘It 
winna do, Helen,’ said he quietly. ‘ There’s 
a glaze on my ee that winna let me see ony 
thing muckle langer.’ I tned to look and tell 
him how the Nancy stood in the water—but the 
tear blinded me; and he said, * Helen! lock by 
the glass—I°!l never need it mair!’—As the 
widow repeated these last words, the key turned 
in the lock of the old-fashioned scrutoire, and, 
along with the glass, many familiar objects, 
long carefully excluded, rushed upon her sight 
and memory. Alli her fortitude at once forsook 
her, and exclanning, ‘* Tak it yoursell, John, 
I’m no able,’’—she escaped through an inner 
door into the other room. We respected her 
sorrow too much to interrupt its vent, so, taking 
each a hand of the boys, and lifting, like a pre- 
cious relic, the honest sailor’s spy-glass, we 
stole out of the house. 

Chance soon threw into our way the comrade 
for whom the token was designed. Ie receiy- 
ed it with a burst of rude emotion, to cover which, 
he rattled to the children, and hurried away, 
with one in each hand, to treat them with ¢in- 
gerbread. The eldest strove to detain him to 
deliver Helen’s message of thanks to this spokes- 
man of the benevolent crew; but he only shook 
his head, and ran the faster out of hearing. 
‘*T maun get the minister say a word for her, 
pyir thing! he’ll do it better than I can. I 
nund where he be now—nae doubt askine a 
blessing on the grace-drink at Sandie Nichol’s, 
the old sailing master’s, He’s been to Green- 
land matir times than [ can reckon, and makes 
aye a ploy o’t, just like ony laddie, and sae does 
the whole family. There’s twa o’ his sons gawn 
wi’ hin this trip; the gude wife’s stout heart ’II be 
tried—but it never failed her yet; she’s an unco 
woman for cantiness!’’ * 

The beach was my natura! resort, and on strol- 
ling towards it, I found there a knot of two or 
three young unmarried men, apparently too 
slightly connected in the village to excite any of 
the overwhelming feelings called forth by the 
more endearing relations of life—yet who seem- 
ed to find some compensation in the friendly 
adicus, and lively banterings of a bevy of bright- 
eyed damsels, who, lounging about in gay caps 
and top-knots, formeda striking contrast to the 
general complexion of the village. 

Amid this group of lads, however, I soon re- 
cognized one, who, seemingly either unable or 
unwilling to join in the laugh, or retort the good- 
humoured jest, stood apart from his comrades, 
with the lingering look and reluctant demeanour 
of one whose heart was on a spot, from which, 
at the same time, he ever and anon testified im- 
patience to escape, by pulling his companions 
by the arm, and more than once going down to 
the harbour to ascertain how soon the boat might 


be got afloat. This being still out of the qure. 
tion, be sat down on a rock at some distance. and 
seemed lost in meditations of no very pleasing 
character. There was something in his moody 
and unsocial deportment, which, coupled wit 
his fine, manly person, and evident youth, inte. 
rested me, khnew not why; and might haye 
stood longer observing them, had I not cee, 
Mr. Menteith atthe other end of the Quay—ang 
hastened to join him. He almost looked as jf 
he could have dispensed with my company, but 
merely apologizmg for the imevitable hurry of 
such a day, he allowed me to walk by his sde, 
till we came toa small house of mean appear. 
ance, in a bye-lane, one of the very tew W 11080 
door on this day of privileged intercourse was 
carefully closed—while no sound trom: within: 
dicated the presence of inhabitants. 

Giving me a sign not to follow lium, the good 
pastor gently lifted’ the latch, and [ was sop 
made sensible, by suppressed moanings, of the 
participation, ** not loud but deep,’” of some in- 
mate in the general desolation. Feeling and 
propriety alike prohibited my listenmgto an ap. 
parently agonizing colloguy—durips which te 
stiled groans gave place to a burst of 
terical emotion; but | could not avoid hearing 
the minister say, on leaving the room—* Ma. 
rian, pray to God to bless my endeavours, [tis 
little L can do for you; but the hearts of ail are 
in his band!”’ 

Again hastily pressing my hand, and hurry ng 
past me, | saw the worthy pastor walk rapi) 
towards the spot l had lately occupied, and con 
necting involuntarily his present haste with the 
voung sailor I had left sitting in gloomy abstrac- 
tion on the rocks, I resumed the pesition {ror 
whence I had first deseried him, and had a tu 
view of the dumb show of a scene, on which t 
had no right turther to mtruce. 

The communication, whatever it might be, 
which the minister was about to make, Was €\! 
dently more unwelcome than unexpected ; for 
the youth, mstead of rising, as under other cil 
cumstances he would have done, om ‘us pastors 
approach, sat doggedly still, with ts face ayer 
ed, and his wallet between his knees, in the atte 
tude of one who may be lectured, but cannot be 
convinced. Nay, the hand which, in the course 
of his pastoral admonition the m td man laid oa 
his young parishioner’s shoulder, 1 could see "Mr 
dignantly shaken off by an uncourteous gesture 
of his retractory hearer. 

I gathered—though the youth by degrees * 
sumed a more respectful attitude—from te 
whole air of my worthy friend’s figure, that he 
was an unsuccessful pleader. It was soon put 
beyond a doubt, by the melancholy shake 0 
the head and disconsolate step with which he 
at length turned away from his inexorable cu 
prit. 
I was onthe point of moving, to join and con- 
dole with him, when I saw the lad suddenly start 
up and run after the minister—appearing by the 
respectful touch of the hat, which replaced hs 
late rude deportment—to solicit in 
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--yewal of the conference. It Was instantly, 
and with true Christian benignity, accorded— 
and here again sounds would have been super- 
quous to convey to me the tenor of the conver- 
cation. I saw that the proud heart of the young 
man was fairly melted—that the figures he still 
drew with his stick in the sand, were the result 
of awkwardness and absence, not of sullenness 
and incivility. The. whole air of proud defiance 
‘) his form, gave place to submission and even 
hunilitv—o when the pustor’s hand was kindly 
stretclied out to his penitent disciple, I knew as 
well how it all was, as if 1 had been an impan- 
nelled luror on the case, 

Asthe minister began to ascend from the 
beach to the height I stood on, I saw the lad hang 
back a little, and seem to stipulate somewhat, 
thougu tmidly and with hesitation. The pastor 
nodded assent, and outstripping his now tardy 
companion, Came up to me and said, with a be- 
nign smile:— 

“Ifyouare disposed to punish me for treating 
vou so cavalierly, you have a fair opportunity, 
forlam about to trespass on your good nature 
fora favour.”’—** Which I am quite disposed to 
punish Vou by granting, according to your own 
mode of retaliating injuries,”’ said I, with a cor- 
dial suake of the hand, which was warmly return- 
ed -“You must know,’’ said ihe good man, “ that 
Jhave been making up a marriage since I left 
vou, and as for good reasons the young bride- 
groom Gesires present secrecy, I wish you to be 
a witness, along with the bride’s mother, with- 
out taking any of the village gossips into our 
counse.. You will not grudge having a hand in 
averting from avery bonnie, but very simple 
a broken promise and a broken heart: 
William, have been telling him, will 
seep Lis watch all the heartier, and sleep all 
fhe sounder, that he has no betrayed maiden 


0 utunt lis waking or sleeping dreams. There’s 

Wi ake ard and prepare the bride. There will 
be JoV in her heart, though on many accounts, it 
Nit be a tearful bridal.”’ 
I looked round when Mr. Menteith had left 
lorthe bridegroom, but found he had taken 
‘circuitous route to his intended’s dwelling, 
es. Lis being seen there with the minister should 
“‘e tis¢ to surmises which, as the son of austere 
Waricious parents in a neighbouring farm, 
Nes anxious to avert, till his return from a 
ccesst fishing might render him comparative 


Muenendent, 
arrive consequently, before him at the cot- 
“ss; Whence | had so lately heard issuing 


uitlle ume to lose—the tide is making fast. 


ctor, 


fj) 


vids OF hopeless and seemingly inconsolable 
“ction, The same gentle voice was weeping 
But oh! how different are tears of joyful 
“Yon and sanctified penitence, from the bit- 
Werllo wings of a broken, yet mot contrite 
‘Tabac agen the door, and bade me welcome. 
girl, apparently scarce seventeen, 
Wisting her apron before the minister, 


| 


~ 1° hy entrance covered her face with beth | 
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her hands, through which tears trickled down 
upon the old deal table. ‘* Marian!’’ said the 
minister, ‘* compose yourself, and lift your 
heart to Him, in whose presence you are so 
soon to exchange a solemn vow.’’ She looked 
up, dried her eyes, and showed a countenance, 
lovely even in tears, when the door hastily 
opened, and she again buried her face in her 
hands. 

The young man came up to her with the same 
firmness of manner which had characterised his 
whole deportment. He took her hand with gen- 
tle kindness, kissed off the tears that tlowed fas- 
ter than ever, and then said, with a gravity far 
beyond his years—‘* Marian! ye’ll hae time 
enough to greet when I’m far, far awa!—and 
need we baith hae to repent our sin and folly. 
But we are here now to thank God and his mi- 
nister for bringing me to a better mind, and spar- 
ing you a sair heart. Ye'll be able now to 
think o’ me living wi’ peace and comfort; and 
if I never come hame, there’s nane can forbid 
you to put on a black gown for me. If trouble 
comes, and ye get unkindness from folk 0° mine, 
the minister *I] no see ye wranged. But oh! be 
canny wi’ my puir mother, for she’s had her 
trials sair and mony, and downa bide to be con- 
trairied in her auld days.’’ 

I give you joy, Marian!’ said the pastor, 
benignly; ** a good son can never prove an un- 
kind husband. But time wears, and I must join 
you for eternity!’? The word thus seasonably 
uttered, poured its heavenly’unction on the 
waves of human passion. In silence and com- 
posure was the simple rite performed—the friend- 
ly greeting proffered—the pastoral and mater- 
nal benediction given—and the mute, long, 
desperate farewell embrace exchanged! I glid- 
ed out ere yet its hallowed clasp was loosed, 
and sought relief to my feelings on the busy 
shore, now crowded with the fast-departing ma- 

All now was serious haste and joyous bustle 
among the crew. The sails flapped somewhat 
idly, as if reluetant to accelerate their motions; 
and it was exhilarating to behold the fine athle- 
tic fellows, most of them scarce arrived at man- 
hood, doffing at once hats, handkerchiefs, and 
jackets, and bracing each muscle for a hardy 
rowing match. Last, but not least active or 
conspicuous, leaped in the young bridegroom; 
no Jonger weighed down by misconduct and re- 
morse, but unlike his former ,self, as to be 
be hardly recognized. His eye no longer sought 
the greund—and in the jdeafening cheer that 
marked their pushing off, I heard his voice trum- 
phant, 


ALCK MAER. 


Alckmaer is a kind of capital of the provinee 
of North Holland, which displays, more than 
any other, the triumph of industry over nature. 
Its situation, in the centre of a small country, 
almost entirely surrounded with water, renders 


its population at once agricultural and commor- 
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cial. Part of its inhabitants are occupied in 

cultivating tulips, the rest in selling cheese, 

which is the best in Holland. The countenances 

of the inhabitants, but particularly of the wo- 

men, are very remarkable. They almost always 

dress in white, and their head dress is quite na- 

tional. A large bandeau of lace is placed im- 

mediately on the forehead, A thin plate of 
gold, confining the hair in a half circle, at the 

back of the head, terminates at each temple in 

a little hook, which is fastened to the curls.— 

This hook is often ornamented with precious 

stones, and in every case elegantly wrought.— 
If we could be certain of offending nobody, we 

should take the liberty, in order to give a good 
idea of this singular part of the head-dress, to 
compare it to a horse-shoe, with two cramps at 
its extremities. Over this bandeau, and over 
many other things, (for we perceive much gold 
and embroidery which we could not see in de- 
tail,) is placed a lace cap, very transparent, 
terminated by broad lappets, which hang grace- 
fully on the neck. It is said that this costume 
embellishes the persons who wear it; but, on 
the other hand, that they must be very pretty 
to become it. On the whole, it is certain that 
the young girls who are seen in this dress in 
the streets of Alckmaer, at the windows, and 
in the cabriolets, strike the eye extremely, and, 
by a kind of beauty very different from those 
of Hassley and Guggisberg, that is to say, in- 
finitely more dignified. Each of these caps 
costs above two hundred frances. The streets of 
this little town are full of jeweller’s shops, 
where these wealthy farmers come to exchange 
the produce of their herds for these ornaments. 
It is principally at the cheese market, which is 
held every week, that it is interesting to ob- 
serve these rich people. They resort thither 
from all parts of the country, either in boats or 
im carriages, and are crowded onthe bank of 
one of the canals in a little square, where an 
enormous balance weighs all that is sold in the 
town. A thousand boats arrive from the coun- 
try laden with this valuable commodity; a thou- 
sand others are loaded with it to convey it to 
the principal towns, and particularly to carry it 
on board the vessels which are to transport it to 
the remotest quarters of the globe. Though the 
best Dutch cheese is known in the trade by the 
name of Edam cheese, almost the whole is in 
fact made at present in the environs of Alekma- 
er. These cheeses are superior to all others for 
the use of the navy, and for exportation to dis- 
tant countries. This advantage is owing to the 
eare which the Dutch take to express all the 
nulk from the caseous and buttery parts. The 
cheese acquires by this more solidity, and is less 
liable to turn sour, than that of Auvergne, which 
much resembles. 


REVOLUTIONARY REMINISCENCE, 


In the early part of the Revolutionary war, a 
sergeant and twelve armed men undertook a 
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New Hampshire. Their route was remote from 
any settlements, and they were under the neces. 
sity of encamping over night in the woods, |, 
the early part of our struggle for independency 
the Indians were numerous, and did- not etand 
idle spectators to a conflict carried on with s 
much zeal and ardour by the whites. Some tribe, 
were friendly to our cause, while many upon oy; 
border took part with the enemy, and were yery 
troublesome in their savage kind of warfare, a; 
our countrymen often learnt from the woful exper. 
ence of their midnight depredations. The leade: 
of the above mentioned party was well acquainted 
with different tribes; and from much intercourse 
with them previous to the war, was not ignoragt 
of the idiom, physiognomy, and dress of each, and 
at the commencement of hostilities was inforned 
for which party they had raised the hatchet. 


Nothing material happened the first day of 
their excursion; but early in the afternoon of the 
second, they, from an eminence, discovered g 
body of armed Indians advancing towards them, 
whose number rather exceeded their own.—As 
soon as the whites were perceived by their red 
brethren, the latter made signals, and the two 
parties approached each other in an amicable 
manner. The Indians appeared to be much gra- 
tified with meeting the sergeant and his men, 
whom they observed they considered as thei 
protectors; said they belonged to a tribe which 
had raised the hatchet with zeal in the cause of 
liberty, and were determined to do all in their 
power to injure the common enemy. They shook 
hands in friendship, and it was, ‘* How d’ye 69, 
pro, How d’ye do, pro; that being their pronun- 
ciation of the word brother. When they had 
conversed with each other for some time and et 
changed mutual good wishes they at lengts 
separated, and each party travelled in diter- 
ent directions. After proceeding to the os 
tance of a mile or more, the sergeant halted bs 
men and addressed them in the following words 
‘‘ My brave companions, we must use the utmost 
caution, or this night may be our last. Should 
we not make some extraordinary exertions to Ce- 
fend ourselves, to-morrow’s sun may find us sleep 
ing never to wake. You are surprised comra es, 
at my words; and your anxiety will not be ese. 
ened when I inform you that we have just passe® 
Our most inveterate foe, who under the mask m 
pretended friendship you have witnessed, wou's 
lull us into security, and by such means, 1 ba 
unguarded moments of our midnight slumber, 
without resistance, seal our fate.’’ 

The men with astonishment listened to ee 
short harangue; and their surprise was greater, 
as not one of them had entertained the soapites 
but they had just encountered friends. They . 
immediately resolved to enter into some scheme 
for their mutual preservation and destractior ol 
their enemies. By the proposal of their leader, 
the following plan was adopted and execute 


rent 
The spot selected for their night's 
was near a stream of water which serve 


journey through the wilderness in the State of 


ver their rear. They felled a large tree, before | 
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S ehick on the approach of night a brilliant fire 
3 fia lighted. Each individual cut a log of wood 
9. ’ about the size of his body, rolled it nicely in his 


a Ft blanket, placed his hat upon the extremity, and 
laid it before the fire; that the enemy m.ght be 
n | 
$0 deceived, and mistake it fora man. After logs 
‘1 number to the sergeant’s party were 
vs 


ius fitted out, and so artfully arranged that they 
i ht easily be mistaken for fo many soldiers, 


q men with loaded muskets placed themselves 
sal: behind the fallen tree, by which time the shades 
der if the eveniig began to lose around. The tire 
ted was supplied in fuel, and kept burning brilhantly 
Irse uni tl late in the evening, when it was suftiered to 
deciae. The erttical time was now approaching, 
and when an attack might be expected from the In- 
med digns: but the sergeant s men rested in ther 
Hlaces Ot! gncealinent with great anxiery till near 
midgut, Without perceiving any movement of 
he eles. 

. Ac lenutia tall Indian was discovered through 
the ol the nre, (which was now get- 
ting cautiousiy imoving towards them, 
maxing no noise, and apparently using every 
bs yeatis in Lis power to conceal himself from any 
ud eabout the camp. For a tine, his actions 
howed Lum to be suspicious that a guard might 
ed to Watch anv unusual appearance, 
Five the alarm in case of danver: but 
qGuiet, he ventured forward more 
resied upon his toes, and was distinctly 
to move his finer as he numbered each 
se jog of wood, or Whiat he supposed to be a human 
Nook ren 

€hjoying repose, Lo Satisiy 
: ei wt fully, as to the number, he counted 
second time, and cautiously retired. 
He was succeeded by another Indian, ho went 
Tous the same movements, and retired in the 
Channer. Soon after the whole party, six- 
wer IN were discove red. yasly ap- 
and dily eyeing their supposed 
ums. The feelings of thes ergeant men can 
tmost wer rined than deseribed,when they saw 


wey nase ana cruel purposes of their enemies, who 
} Wseoneur that thev could scarcely be re- 


to 
sleep: ed trom tiring upon them. J he plan, how- 
sorgeant was to have his men remam 
| e less i their places of concealment till the mus- 
paced Olthe savages were discharged, that their 
ask ot ute might be more eflectual and opposilion 
Die 
“1 the their suspense was of not long duration. The 
iNdians. jn a) ‘sanoroache | 
umber, In a body, cautiously ap] rome hed, till 
Mn la snort distance, they then halted, took 
“berate aun, discharged their upon inan- 
Nite ro 
to sas le fozs, cave the dreadful war whoop, and in- 
reas ‘er, rushe } k | | 
orward with tomahawk and scalp- 
ion 
spies i ne knife in hand, to desp: rtch the living and ob- 
hey the scalps of the dead. As soon as they had 
heme nected | order, more etie ctually to exe- 
Ci! 
these horrid intentions, the party of the ser- 
With unerring aim, discharged their pieces, 
ute ‘00 logs of wood, ‘a on pertidious savages, 
npment of whom escaped destruction by the 
1 to 60 © into which their cowardly and blood- 
thirs 
before | ‘ty dispositions had led them. 


THE MOTHER. 
BY MRS. HARRIET MUZZY. 


It was midnight!—By a solitary lamp a mother 
sat watching near the cradle of her only child, 
whose low moans pierced her very heart, and 
whose quick heaving breath seemed a prelude to 
approaching dissolution. No words can describe 
the anguish of the mother. ‘This infant was her 
idol, and it was about to be taken from her—it 
was her all and she must resign it. Now, with 
clasped hands, and streaming eyes, raised to 
heaven, now bending low that she might hear if 
it yet breathed, the miserable mother had passed 
many hours of intense agony. She dropped upon 
her knees and breathed forth a prayer to heaven 
—such a orayer as none but a mother’s heart can 
Inspire—that the God of mercy would spare her 
child—that the terrible inalady might be removed, 
and his lovely eyes once more open upon the 
light of day! The mother’s prayer was heard. 
it was the ‘will ot God to restore the babe. The 
crisis of its illness was past, and the mother, wild 
with joy, and deeply impressed with gratitude, 
again looked on it with hope. 

Years glided away—the boy grew in health 
and in beauty, ana the widowed mother rejoiced 
in her son, she hoarded her scanty pittance for 
his use, that the tdol of her bosom should feel 
neither privation nor sorrow, . For his sake she 
toiled. She procured for him the means of in- 
struction, and neglected no counsel to inspire his 
young mind with sentiments of reli gion and Vir- 


tue. Of her own wants she thought little. Her 
pleasure consisted in seeing lim happy; for his 


sake she lived, and for his sake she would wil- 
lingly have died. As time rolled on, the mother’s 
heart had not been free from anxious fears and 
foreboding on account of her son. The boy 
loved her, but he was wild and reckless. He 
would escape from the vigilance ot her careful 
love; and she knew that gay society had more 
charms for him than the solitary home of his mo- 
ther. She feared, but as yet knew not all. 
Twenty years had passed since that terrible 
night she had kept an almost hopeless vigil by 
his cradle, when * r prayer of agony was heard 
and the babe restored to her hopes. [t was 
again midnight; again the mother kept her tear- 
ful vigil, but not by the bed of sickness. Her 
boy had become very irregular in his habits—he 
heeded not the counsel! or the tears of his mo- 
ther, and night after night, she awaited his re- 
turn with trembling fears. These watching 
cares were more dreadful than those which she 
had feared would be the last in his cradle. Her 
prayers were still oilered up to heaven that he 
might be restored—that he might be saved, not 
from death, but that worse than death—from 
wickedness. A knock came to the door; the 
mother tlew to admit her boy, There was hig 
lifeless body, borne by two of his companions, 
She fell senseless to the ground. Her maternal 
anxieties were hushed for awhile in a death-like 
insensibility; but she recovered to hear the dread- 
ful tale—that in a quarrel with his dissolute asso- 
ciates, her son had received a blow which caused 
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his death! “What tidings fora mother! She saw 
him laid in the grave, where she shortly followed 
him. Grief for his untimely fate shortened the 
lite which had been devoted to him who had 
brought her with sorrow to the tomb. How 
many mothers have reason (though from a ditle- 
rent cause) to use the exclamation which Miss 
Moore puts in the mouth of the Jewish matron, 
‘*Why was my prayer accepted? Why did hea- 
ven in anger hear me when I asked a son?’’ 

THE ALMS OF THE MONKS. 
Communicaed by a Spanish resident in London. 
The distribution of the daily dole at the door 

of a Spanish monastery, to the herd of wander- 
ers, mendicants, and, perchance; students of the 
university, is One of the most singular and cha- 
racteristic sper tacies in that extraordinary and 
interesting country. The mass of victuals is 
ready every day a little before noon. The crowd 
collected beneath the portico of the church wait 
With eager impatience tor the diffusion of a little 
energy through their ianguishing stomachs.— 


~ 


Suddenly the mysterious gates unclose, and the 
lay brother exhibits the hungry eyes of the 


idron, teeming with lite, 
Reader, have you 
ion?—or, in other words, 
sun? For. evcn as it 
cid, and peurs around it 


and happeness, 
ever vecnh out ot Lo 
have you ever seen tic 
breaks upon the w: 
warmth: and rejeicing, 
the systelu, attractiny tuc planets to and 
Hindwig them within iis sphere—even so the glo- 


mous caidron of the hionastery wakes sladness 


iil whe surround it, cu:des their movements and 
ills them wih exuitation. The lay brother, 
WERry anc punting with the fativue of bearing 
the cnormous vesse!, pauses to rest himself, 


pompously looks around, gathers up the 


ol hus rigiit seives creat 


tire spoon, and 


mutters a short prayer to Which the students 


the cover, and a tu: alent satisfaction diluses 
itself through the t x when they behold the 
volumes of thick - a, Which bear alott to 
Heaven the gratitu {the hungry. Their eyes 
: details of the contents, 
but the smell soon s,tics them any further in- 
quiry, aud a ‘iow muerimur, carefully restramed 
from reaching the ears of the man im othee, runs 
throug. tue rowd, to the elect of “Always the 
same'’? While the biack monster is still smok- 
mg, the lay brother cistributes to each a lump 
of bread, proportioned to the size and age of the 
individual candidate. Every one of thein pre- 
sents his can or pot, tied to a string, for his 
share of the ambrosia! f.od—olla podrida pero 
de verducas y leguindr s—that is hodge-podge 
of vegetables and bread, or, as It may perhaps 
be more appropriately called, sop@ podrida.— 
This miscellaneous production of culinary art 
requires, for the full developement of its merits, 
and receives from those who can aftord it, the 
addition of some scraps of meat, and of a glass 
ortwo of good wine. And such is the daily 


endvavor to discover 


distribution at the gate of a Spanish monaste- | 


and glows the centre of 
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ry, which Morillo has represented with 
habitual depth and grandeur of his ma 
cil. 


ail the 
Sterly 


WASHINGTON, 

During the time the American and Britis} 
forces were quartered in Westchester county 
near Yonkers, the honest families, (women and 
children, for fathers and sons who were ahj\c te 
bear arms, were forced to the field to take q 
part in the struggle,) were incessantly harassed 
with the visits of scouting parties, About this 
time, an order was wiven to the soldiery, uv 
an American General, to seize on the cattle ay 


drive them to head quarters; and as an excuse 


for these rash proceedings, he said they wer 
fattening for the British Army. « By this order 
many hundred cows, &c. were dris en to Vi rite 
Plams, leaving the poor familles destitute 
of the means of hic. Driven to a state of des 
peration, the women resolved to follow * (l 


quarters, and make known their com 
the commander-in-chief in person. W! 
arrived at White Plains, their. little 
sisted of about two hundred honest matrous, de. 
termined to face hin by whese order they ha 
been deprive of their property, but of whose 
feeling character report rightly informed 
them. When they came in sight of the en 
ment, they observed a man calmly. standing 
agaist a post, suently looking | 
the outward gate, he orcer 


servant to en 


approached | 

juire their business, When, Wid 
one voice, they all answ: 
the strancer! 
of full tuur score years, he 


Washington! 
reques'cu ner to 
ch hnn—she came to. the 
take a chair, good mother, and let 
your grievances, for I am General Wasameton 


he old lady told Ler tale with all the paaeue 


ist? 


eloquence she was mistress of, which was 
tic, ior it Was a taie of truth, ana wrougat teas 
from the General’s eves. Atter enainz 


ry, he said: yes, good mother, you ana yuu 
companions all shall have redress, but 
ing so far you must want rest and food. th 
half an hour the large table in the hail was 
groaning under good roast beet and pudaing 
The women were all seated, the General at tac 
head of the table :—he ra ex 
guests if they would drink to the health of ve 
neral Washington; yes, said they, and drank with 
one consent, May every man in power hay 
the justice and humanity of General W ashing- 
ton. Two hours ere the sun sat, saw the good) 
group of female heroines returning to ther 
homes, following their regamed propeity. 


+ and asked Nis 


A woman out of temper, is like a gale i the 
bay of Biscay—dangerous by adverse currents. 

A mild tempered woman is as a balsam that 
heals matrimonial sorrows. 

Choose a wife as you would a knife—by ber 
temper, 
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A Dangerous Ramble in a Land of Mines. 
BY CAPTAIN WEAD. 

As we approached the silver mine of San-Pe- 
dro Nolasco, around us were the Andes cover- 
ed with snow, and the mountainous paths were 
literally only a few inches wide, covered with 
stones, which were so loose, that every instant 
they rolled from under the mules’ feet, and fell 
with an accelerated vielence into the torrent. 
As | rode almost the whole of the day by my- 
self, | would willingly have gotten off, but the 
mules will never lead; and, beside this, when 


his mule, it is impossible to dismount, for there 
is no room to get off, and the attempt to do so 
might throw the mule off his balance, and pre- 
cipitate him into the torrent, which is at an extra- 
| S ordinary depth beneath. In some places the 
ite path was actually washed away, an the mule 
| had only to hurry over the inclined surface the 
best way he could. Afler passing two or three 
very violent torrents, which rushed from the 
mountains above us into the river beneath us, 
we came to one which looked worse than those 
which we had with great difficulty crossed; 
however, we had no alternative but to cross it, 
or return to Santiago. We attempted to drive 
BSthe loose mules across, but one had searce- 
ly put his feet into it, when he was carried 
away, and the box which he had on his back 
was dashed to pieces. In order to get across, 
we put a /asso or rope round our bodies, and then 
rode through; but the holes were so deep, that 


the mule, and we passed with great difficulty. 


crossing these torrents; It is only constant spur- 
ring that obliges them to attenrpt it, and some- 
times in the middle of the stream, they will re- 
luse to advance for several seconds. When 
the water is very deep the men always tie the 
Flasso round their bodies; but Ll never could con- 
ceive it Was any security, because, if the torrent 
will dash a wooden box to pieces, a man’s scull 
would surely have a very bad chance. I was, 
Btherefore, always very glad when I found my- 

self across them; and, as our lives were insured 
in London for a large sum of money, I used 
often to think, that, if the insurers could have 
looked down upon us, the sight of the steep paths 
and of these torrents would have given a quick- 
hess to their pulses, a flush to their cheeks, and 
a singing in their cars, very unlike the symp- 
toms of placid calculation. 

Shortly after passing this torrent, we turned 
towards the south, and began to climb the moun- 
tain of San-Pedro Nolasco. For five hours we 
Were Continually holding on by the ears or necks 
*! our mules, and the path was in some places 
0 steep, that for a considerable time it was 
qute impossible to stop. We soon passed the 
umits of vegetation. —The path went in zig-gags, 
ulthough it was sea rcely perceptible; and, if the 
mules above us had fallen, they would certainly 
. \¢ rolled down upon us, and carried us with 
“em. In mounting, we constantly inquired of 
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the water occasionally came over the neck of 


These poor creatures are dreadfully afraid of 
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17 


the arricro, if the point above our heads was 
the summit; but as soon as we attained it, we 
found that we had still higher to go. At last, 
gaining the summit, we found ourselves close to 
the silver lode of San-Pedro, which is situated on 
one of the loftiest pinnacles of the Andes. A 
small solitary hut was before us, and we were 
accosted by two or three wretched-looking 
miners, whose pale countenances and exhausted 
frames seemed to assimilate with the scene 
around them. The view from the eminence on 
which we stood was magnificent—it was sub- 
lime; but it was, at the same time, so terrific, 
that one could hardly help shuddering. Although 
it was midsummer, the snow where we stood 
was, according to the statement made to me by 
the agent of the mine, from twenty to a hun- 
dred and twenty feet deep, but blown by the 
wind into the most irregular forms, while in some 
places the black rock was visible. Beneath, 
running through the valley of Maypo, was a ri- 
ver, fed by a number of tributary streams, which 
we could see descending like small silver threads 
down the different ravines. We appeared to 
have a bird’s-eve view of the great chain of the 
Andes, and we looked down upon a series of 
pinnacles of indescribable shapes and forms, all 
covered with an eternal snow. The whole 
scene in every direction was devoid of vegeta- 
tion, and was a picture of desolation, on a 
seale of magnificence which made it peculiarly 
awful; and the knowledge that this vast mass of 
snow, so cheerless in appearance, was created 
for the use, and comfort, and happiness, and 
even luxury of man;—that it was the inexhausti- 
ble reservoir from which the plains were supplied 
with water,—made us feel that there is no spot 
in creation which man should term barren, though 
they are many which nature never intended for 
his residence. A large cloud of smoke was is- 
suing from one of the volcanic pinnacles, and 
the silver lode, which was before us, seemed to 
run into the centre of the crater. As it was in 
the middle of the summer, I could not help 
reflecting what a dreadful abode this must be in 
winter, and | inquired of our guide and of the 
miners concerning its climate in that season. 
They at first silently pointed to the crosses 
which were to be seen in every direction; and 
they then told me, that, although the mine is 
altogether inaccessible for seven months in win- 
ter, the miners used to be kept there all the 
year. They said that the cold was intense, but 
that what the miners most dreaded were the mer- 
ciless storms of snow, which came on so suddenly 
that many had been overtaken by them, and 
had perished, when not a hundred and fifty yards 
from the hut. With these monuments before 
my eyes, it was really painful to consider what 
the feelings of these wretched creatures must 
have been, when, groping about for their habi- 
tation, they found the violence of the storm 
unabating and irresistible.—Friends had huddled 
together, and had thus died on the road; others 
had strayed from the path, and, from the scat- 
tered crosses, they had apparently died as they 
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were searching for it. One group was really in 
a singular situation; during a winter particularly 
severe, the miners’ provisions, which consist of 
little else than hung-beef, were gradually fail- 
ing, when a party volunteered, to save them- 
selves and the rest, that they would endeavor 
to get over the snow into the valley, and return 
if possible with food. They had scarcely left 
the hut, when a storm came on, and they pe- 
rished. The crosses are exactly where the bo- 
dies were found; they were all off the road; 
two had died close together, one was about ten 
yards off, and one had climbed to the top of 
a large loose fragment of rock, evidently to look 
for the hut on the road. 

The view from San-Pedro Nolasco, taking it 
altogether, is certainly the most dreadful scene 
which in my life I have ever witnessed; and it 
appeared so little adapted or intended for a hu- 
man residence, that, when I commenced my in- 
spection of the lode, and of the several mines, I 
could not help feeling that 1 was going against 
nature, and that no sentiment but that of avarice 
could approve the idea of establishing a number 
of fellow-creatures in a spot which was a sub- 
ject of astonishment to me how it ever was dis- 
covered. As the snow was in many places fifty 
feet deep on the lode, I could only walk on 
the surface from one bocca-mina to another; 
but when I had done this, I took off my clothes, 
and went down that mine which it was my par- 
ticular object to inspect. All the rest had long 
ago been deserted, but in this there were a few 
miners, lately sent there, who were carrying on 
the works on the old system which had been 
exercised by the Spaniards, and to which these 
men have ail their lives been accustomed. At 
first we descended by an inclined gallery, or le- 
vel, and then clambered down the notched 
sticks, which are used in all the mines in Couth- 
America as ladders.—After descending about 
two hundred and fifty feet, walking occasionally 
along levels where the snow and mud were 
above our ancles, we came to the place where 
the men were working. It was astonishing to sce 
the strength with which they plied their weighty 
hammers, and the unremitted exertion with which 
they worked; and, strange as it may appear, we all 
agreed that we had never seen Englishmen pos- 
sess such strength, and work so hard. While 
the barretevos or miners were working the lode, 
other workmen were carrying the ore upon their 
‘backs; and, after we had made the necessary 
observations, and had collected proper speci- 
mens, we ascended, with several of these men 
above and below us. The fatigue of climbing 
up the notched sticks was so great, that we 
were alinost exhausted, while the men behind us 
(with a long stick in one hand, in the cloven 
end of which there was a candle) were urging 
us not to stop them. The leading man whistled 
whenever he came to certain spots, and then 
the whole party rested for a few seconds, It 
was really very interesting, in looking above and 
below, to see these poor creatures, each lighted 
by his candle, and climbing up the netched stick 
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with such a load upon his back, though | 
casionly was a little afraid that one of A eee 
above me might tumble, in which case we shill 
have all preceded him in his fall. We te 
quite exhausted when we came to the mouth of 
the mine; one of my party almost fainted, and : 
the sun had long ago set, the air was so bleak 
and freezing—we were so heated—and the scey 
was so cheerless, that we were glad to bait 
into the hut and to sit upon the ground ‘emd: 
dish of meat, which had long been ready fir 
We had some brandy and sugar, and we s09) 
refreshed ourselves, and I then sent out for one 
of the porters with his load. I put it on the 
ground, and endeayored to rise with it, but could 
not; and, when two or three of my party put it 
on my shoulders, I was barely able to walk under 
it. The English miner who was with us was on 
of the strongest of all the Cornish-men; vet he 
was scarcely able to walk with it; and two of 
our party who attempted to support it were ab 
together unable, and exclaimed, that. it would 
break their backs. The load which we tred 
was one of specimens which I had paid the Dore 
ter to bring up for me, and which weighed more 
than usual, and he had carried it up with me, 
and was above me during the whole of the asceat, 
While we were at one end of the hut, 
drinking brandy and water, seated upon ou 
saddles, and lighted by a brown tallow-candle 
which was stuck into a bottle, and which was 
not three yards from a hide filled with gunpov. 
der,—the few miners we had seen at work had 
been relieved by others, who were to work 
through the night. They came into the hut, 
and, without taking the least notice of us, pie 
pared their supper, which was a very simple 
operation. The men took their candles out of 
the cloven sticks, and in the cleft they puta 
piece of dried beef; this they warmed for a iew 
seconds over the embers which were burning 01 
the ground, and then ate it, and afterwards 
drank some melted snow-water out of a cow’ 
horn. ‘Their meal being over, they then enjoy- 
ed the only blessing fortune had allotted to then, 
which was rest from their labor. They said no- 
thing to each other; but, as they sat upon the 
sheep-skin which was the only bed they had, 
some fixed their eyes upon the embers, whik 
others seemed to ruminate upen other objects. 
gave them what brandy I had, and asked them 
if they had no spirits, to which they gave me the 
usual answer, that miners are never allowed t0 
have spirits; and with this law they seemed to 
be perfectly satisfied. When one contrast? 
their situation, with the independent life of the 
Gaucho, it was surprising that they should ¥0- 
luntarily continue a life of such hardship. 
THE STAGE COACH. | 
‘© I’ve been roaming—I’ve been roaming, 
over flowery hills, through woody valleys; ove 
dusty roads, and through aqueous swamps; ¥ 
crags and down steeps, until I have been obli 
ged, from the continual aching of my bones, 
have recourse to a bottle of opodeldoc, whi 
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oc: . my humble opinion, the fittest external re- 
ody for bruised flesh, particularly when a per- 
uld ; zon nas come to the last stage. It is nobody’s 
ere yciness which way I’ve been roaming; I have 
.icited the four cardinal points—aye,many! 
03 oye even boxr’d the compass—but my last trip 
oats all my former perigrinations; gape not, 
ene BRE wood sir! I have just returned from a journey of 
ty siles into the interior of the-country. 
Crack !—crack!—crack!—and away we flew 
‘SBS tom the country inn, leaving it enveloped in the 
yi © clouds of dust kicked from our horses’ heels. It 
°N6 Be is delightful to spring into a stage coach with a 
the B® cood bead—to scent the rich perfume of the 
ould morning flowers or new mown fields of hay—to 
is ® behold the glorious sun rising in all his orient 
er splendour—to mark with a painter’s enthusiasm 
oy B the wild beauties of mountain scenery, and—to 
ue B® —toread the strange phizzes of a new load of 
stage-companions. 
sald Iam fond of picking out originals from the 
dense mass of oddities that people our country, 
a and the individual I shall now introduce to your 
noms notice, is a little gentleman with green specta- 
me. cles. He sat on the front seat of the coach, 
al directly over against myself—his hair was gray, 
hut. “almost, not quite;’’ and his nose, the most 
“a prominent feature, projected forward, in form 
adie not unlike a mountain I have seen among the 
a Highlands ot New York, named ‘* St. Antho- 
pone ny’s Nose.” Upon the ridge of said ‘feature 
fe rested a pair of huge green spectacles, over 
oak which his small grey eyes occasionally glistened 
hut. with knowing expression. He of the spectacles 
oe iad no sooner seated himself snugly in the stage, 
imple than he began his jeering, and for the soul of 
ye pe 1 could not keep from laughing, though 
pee irom the departure I had determined to act the 
sa mute, and hold solitary communion with my- 
noon 
wards “Sare,” said a little Frenchman, who sat be- 
“ow's se tie original, ** if you please, vill you be 
jor “0 gootas to take-a your foot from-a de top of 
them, my toe.” 
dno :* Beg pardon, sir, | was only moving on the 
n the ‘ pressure system, and I hope I have not de- 
y had, stroved your crop of corns. I say, driver, how 
while at do we go before breakfast?” “ As far as 
ts. I ‘he leaders’ noses,’’ was the reply. ‘I tell you 
What, had better bridle your wit and 
ne the 80 vour tacki 
aby ote es—we want none of your stage 
to 
er “cles back seat sat a fat elderly lady, her 
of the sagt pretty looking young woman, with 
id v0 on old baby in her arms, and a talkative 
vo! Tiss about twelve years of age. The 
‘ustie of departure had abated, and we had got 
‘ugly seated, the stage going at a pretty good 
the yo ith th 
ing,” was’ woman with the infant, 
geek hed oi he of those sickening matrons so 
up hy themselves ridiculous by fre- 
oblie untimely displays of affection to their 
which andthe fat | wn to the great delight of herself 
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coachy, poachy, and see the wheely peely go 
roundy poundy?”’ 

‘* Madam,”’ said he of the spectacles, ‘ if I 
were your husband, ‘ a consummation which is 
not devoutly to be wished,’ I'd get a ropy popy 
and lashy pashy you soundly poundly! Pray 
what will you take for the hide and tallow of 
your young one?’’ 

“ La! sir, 1 hopen ther child don’t trouble you; 
we’ve gotten our own seats, and haint no notion 
of being putten under destrictions by no ’un,’’ 
replied the fat lady. 

IT tell you what, ma’am,”’ answered my hero, 
who began to be rather surly, ‘* I feel no incli- 
nation to enter into a childish controversy with 
a female, for I never gained any thing by it. I 
am a bachelor, and you are far too gross for me, 
for I never espoused the cause of Greece, though 
I am friendly to universal liberty. Pray, can 
you tell me ma’am,’’ continued he, rubbing his 
spectacles with his handkerchief, and apparent- 
ly willing to change the subject, ‘‘ why is inca- 
pacity like Baltimore in a night-cap?”’ 

**] never could make out them ’ere connun- 
drum’s, sir,’? answered the fat lady. 

‘* Why, madam, because it’s in-cap-a-city.”’ 

** That’s stale, mister,’’ said an Irishman who 
sat beside me, and wha a moment before ap- 
peared to be in a brown study, probably calcu- 
lating the amount of a year’s labour upon the 
Baltimore and Ohio rail road; ‘* that’s stale, by 
the mother of Moses, an’ plaise your honor, but 
I could make a better one than that myself.— 
Why is the rail road like an Irishman?—wull ye 
give it up?—bekase it can get over ills by 
staiming it.”” 

Thus we proceeded full of glee and merriment; 
it was only the poor Frenchman that at periods 
looked downcast, but every new pinch of snuff 
appeared to give a temporary relief to his spirits, 
and so often did he make drafts upon his taba- 
tier, that he had in a short space of time snufied 
up the whole of its contents. ‘* Sir,’’ said the ori- 
ginal to him, ‘* if you were asked, what would 
you name as the greatest misery in life?”’ 

‘* Miserie! [ should say vis my mouts, damn! 
dat dis de grandest miserie to ride in @ not quick 
stage-coach.”’ 

‘‘If that is all that constitutes real misery, 
you are a happy man—for some say it is a tor- 
ment to ride in one of the opposition hne—neck 
or nought, away they go, like wild rabbits on 
the full cry of a pack of hounds—the devil take 
the hindmost. Sir, you do not know the real de- 
finition of misery.’’ 

‘© do not know miserie!—damn!—I have von 
ungrateful daughtere—von shild which I love 
vid all my soul—she leave me for von acteur-man, 
and vis him she forget her pauvre farder; I go 
to the post-office and I axe for some billet from 
my shild; zee man say “ vat is youname?”’ |} 
tell him—and he mention, ‘‘ dare is none’’— I 
go home; two, tree day I come ’gen—no billet; 
I come gen—no billet. I say at last—‘‘ damn, 
sare, see gazette say you have von lettre for me” 
—an’ he exclaim, ‘* Oh! vy you no axe for de ad. 
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vertise lettre?’’—and zen he give me von from 
my daughtere!—damn! I could pull his nose vis 
my finger an’ tum, and make him vistle like de 
harp of de vinds! My daughtere bring-a my 
gray hairs on top of de grave in sorrow—she 
nevere know how much her farder love her.—’’ 


Here the baby interrupted the Frenchman in 
his pathetic story by a sympathetic squall which 
lasted until the gentle lullaby of the fond mother 
restored it to partial tranquillity. 

“* Hush a by baby, on the tree top, 

When the wind blows the cradle will rock; 
When the limb breaks the cradle will fall, 
Down comes baby, and cradle and ail!” 


** Fe-diddle-de-de!”’ exclaimed he of the spec- 
tacles, biting his lips with vexation, ‘I tell you 
what, ma’am, I wish you and your deary-peary 
were whirling together in a water wheel, with a 
**Down comes mother and baby and all!’’ My 
nerves are delicate, and there’s nothing that 
shocks them so quick as a woman’s voice. A 
woman has six senses; the senses of seeing, smell- 
ing, tasting, touching, hearing and tattling; but 
she lacks common sense. She sees all the faults 
of her neighbours, but is blind to their virtues— 
she tells what they are to have for dinner by the 
smell of their kitchens—she tastes the sweet- 
meats but to condemn them as far inferior to her 
own—she touches her friends cheek to find if 
she paints—she hears their stories but to repeat 
them with tenfold weight—and she tatiles for 
the sake of mischief and being considered of im- 
portance among those who do not know her. 
You may call me an old snarler—but good wo- 
men are asscarce as good oysters in Baltimore 
basin; you may rake for them a long while, and 
when you have them, they’re not worth eating.”’ 

Here the stage, by its merry rattle over the 
stones of the streets, drowned the voice of the 
old bachelor—and we soon parted at the door of 
the hotel. 

From Macculloch’s Western Isles. 


HIGHLAND CURIOSITY. 


I was considerably troubled here respecting 
certain roads, and applied to an old snufly-look- 
ing native, who was cutting some hay with his 
pocket knife by the way side. It is true, | saw 
‘the inquisition painted in his face; but there was 
“no choice, so I made up my mind to a cross-ex- 
zamination of more than the ordinary length, and 
“was determined to indulge it for once. ‘How 
far is itto Killm?’ ‘It’s a fine day.’ ‘Aye, it’s 
a. fine day for your hay.’ ‘Ah! there’s no muckle 
nay, thisis an unco cauld glen.’ ‘I suppose 
this is the road to Killin,’ (trying him on another 
tack.) ‘ That’s an unco fat beast of yours.’— 
* Yes, she is much too fat; she is just from grass.’ 
‘Ah! it’s a mare, I see; it’s a gude beast to gang, 
Ise warn you.’ ‘Yes, yes, it’s a very good 
pony.’ ‘I selled just sic another at Doune 
faére, five years by-past; I warn ye she’s a High- 
Janibred beast.” ‘I don’t know; I bought her 
in Edinburgh.’ ‘Aweel, aweel, mony sic like 
gangs to the Edinburgh market frae the High- 
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lands.’ ‘ Very likely: she seems to have High. 
land blood in her.’ ‘Aye, aye; would yoy be 
selling her?’ ‘ No, I don’t want to sell her: go 
you want to buy her?’ ‘Na! was na thinking 
of that: has she had naa foal?’ ‘ Not that | 
know of.’ ‘I had a gude colt out of ours whey 
I selled her. Yere na ganging to Doune th 
yere.’ ‘No, I am going to Killin. and want 
know how far it is.’ ‘Aye, ye’ll be gaing to th 
sacraments there the morn.’ ‘No, I don’t bp. 
long to your kirk.’ ‘ Ye'll be an episcopalian 
then.” ‘Or a Roman Catholic.’ ‘Na, na, ye'r 
nae Roman.’ ‘And soit is twelve miles to Kj. 
lin?’ (putting a leading question.) ‘ Na, it’s ng 
just that.’ ‘It’s ten then, I suppose?’ ‘Y¢'jj 
be for cattle than, for the Falkirk tryst.’ «No, 
[know nothing about cattle.’ ‘1 thocht ye’ 
ha been just ane of thae Englishi drovers. Y; 
hae nae siccan hills as this in your country,’— 
‘No; not so high.’ ‘ But ye'll hae bonny 
farms.’ ‘Yes, yes, very good lands.’ 
nae hae better farms than my Lord’s at Dwi 
ra.” *No, no, Lord Melville has very fine 
farms.’ ‘ Now there’s a bonny bit land; there’s 
na three days inthe year there’s na meat for 
beasts on it; and it’s to let. Ye’ll be fora farm 
here awa.’ ‘ No, I’m just Jooking at the cour 
trv.2 ‘And ye have nae business.’ ‘No’— 
‘Weel, that’s the easiest way.’ ‘And this is 
the road to Killin.’ * Will ye tak some nuts, 
(producing a handful he had just gathered.)— 
‘No, I cannot crack them.’ ‘I suppose vou 
teeth are failing. Hae ye any snuff?’ ‘Yes, 
yes, here’s a pinch for you.’ ‘ Na, na, I’m uneo 
heavy on the pipe ye see, but I like a hair of 
snuff, just a hair;’ touching the snuff with th 
end of his little finger, apparently to prong 
time and save the answer about the road a litt) 
longer, as he seemed to fear there were no more 
questions to ask. The snuff, however, came 
just in time to allow him to recal his jdeas, 
which the nuts were near dispersing. ‘ And 
ye’ll be from the low country.’ ‘ Yes, you may 
know I aman Englishman by my tongue.’ Na, 
our ain gentry speaks high English the now. — 
‘Well, well, I’m an Englishman at any rate 
‘And ye’ll be staying in London.’ ‘ Yes, yes 
‘I was ance at Smithfield myself wi’som beasts 
Its an unco place, London. And whats yerg 
name, asking your pardon?’ Tile name Ws 
given. There’s a hantel o’ that name) 
north. Yere father may be a Highlander. 
‘Yes; that is the reason why I like the Highg 
landers.’ * Weel (nearly thrown out) its bom 
ny country now, but its sair cold here in \™ 
winter.’ And go it is six miles to Killin!’ * 
they call it sax.?. ‘Scotch miles, suppose’ 
‘ Aye, aye, auld miles.’ ‘ That is about twer 
English?? * Na, it 71] not be abune ten sie 
miles (here we got on s0 fast that I began 
think I should be dismissed at Jast) but 1 neva 
seed them measured. ‘ And ye’ll ha left boa 
mily at Comrie?? am alone.’ ime 
be in the south, may be.’ ‘ No, I have no ay 
ly? “And are ye nomarricd?? ‘No. @ 
thinking its time.’ So am |. 
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High. vs" have the less fash.’ ‘Yes, much less than 
Ou be finding the way to Killin.’ ‘,Oh, aye, ye'll 
or do excuse me; but we contra folk speers muckle 
“jestions.’ ‘Pretty well, I think.’ ‘ Weel, 
On I veel, ye'll find it saft a bit in the hill, but ye 
When had wast, and its na abune ten mile. A 
Truce ay. 

ant to 
't bee WIT AND SENTIMENT. 
palian 
Ly Ye're HARD DUTY. 
to Ri \ colonel, who had raised a regiment of fen- 
able cavalry, was complaining in a company that 

7 : he had the whole labour of the corps on himself. 
b _ ‘Lam,’ said he, ‘ obliged to be my own major, 
ag my own captain, my own adjutant, &c.’—* And,’ 
mae ejid a person present, ‘I presume, your own 
try. 

trumpeter. 

‘¥e'll 
Dun A BREAKFAST. 
ery fine A furmer’s servant having a cheese set before 
there's him to take his breakfast, and sitting it long 
leat for ‘me overit, his master asked him when he in- 
ra farm tended to have done. ‘* Sir,’ said he, ‘a cheese 
1e COUN. {tis size is NOt so soon eaten as you think.’ 


REPARTEE. 
ood. Aman who had spent his patrimonial estate, 
se YOUr ipbraided another, who was a good economist, 
Ves, saving to him, * that velvet coat, I believe, was 
uneo thy grandfather’s.’ Yes,’ replied he, ‘and J 
hair of hare my great-grandfather’s land too.’ 
vith th —- 
prolong COMPLIMENTARY. 
Pops: Acentleman of this city, who ts blest with a 
came wile of uncommon beauty, entering a store in 
= dell Washington Street a few days since, inquired 
‘And “Have youany pretty ladies’ pen-knives.’’ Re- 
vou may ply—“We have, sir, ifthey are intended or yeur 
’ Na, idy.”"— Boston Bulletin. 
now. — 
ny rate. § “Iwas charmed,’’ says Lord Oxford, ‘* with 
es, Yes. ine answer of a poor man in Bedlam, who was 
n beasts. usulted by an apprentice, because he would not 
t's yer@ ell him why he was confined. The unhappy 
ame Wa treature at last said, ** Because God Almighty 
ie i’ th las depnved me of a blessing which you never 
under. had.”” 
he High 
on , 
“ ae 4 ask me the reason I wear a white hat, 
I wear it, what think you of 
in vat 
ro ‘0 light is its weight, that no headach I rue; 
ut twell gat, 
en shot bi its expence, that it wears me out two; 
hegan t ight is its colour, it never looks dusty; 
neva though I treat it, it never ‘‘ rides resty;”’ 
t your! ‘ ght in its fashion, its shape, and its air, 
‘They in its sit, its fit, and its wear; 
no fan in its turning, its twisting, its twining, 
in its beaver, its binding, and lining; 
to a figure, so light to a letter, 


my excuse, may you light ona better. 


q 


: A FAIR OFFER. 


A gentleman who employs a great number of 
hands in a manufactory in the west of England, 
in order to encourage his work people in a due 
attendance at church on a late fast-day, told 
them, that if they went to church, they would 
receive their wages for that day in the same 
manner as if they had been at work, upon which 
a deputation was appointed to acquaint their 
employer, that, if he would pay them for over 
hours, they would attend likewise at the metho- 
dist chapel in the evening. 


LORD NORBURY. 

A gentleman on circuit narrating to his Lord- 
ship some extravagant feat in the sporting way, 
mentioned, amongst other achievements, that he 
had lately shot thirty-three hares before break- 
fast. —* Thirty-three hares,’ exclaimed his Lord- 
ship; ‘* zounds, Sir, then you must have been fir- 
ing at a wig.”’ 


When Sir William Curtis returned from his 
voyage to Italy and Spain, he called to pay his 
respects to Mr. Canning, at Gloucester Lodge. 
Among other questions, Sir William said, “ But, 
pray, Mr. Canning, what do you say to the tun- 
nel under the Thames?’’—*‘ Say,’’ replied the Se- 
cretary, ‘‘ Why, [I say it will be the greatest bore 
London ever had, and that is saying a great 
deal.”” 


When Colman read his admirable opera of Jn- 
kle and Yarico to the late Dr. Moseley, the 
Doctor made no remark during the progress of 
the piece, and when it was concluded he was 
asked what he thought of it. ‘*It won't do,’’ 
said the Doctor, ‘‘ stu.¥, nonsense!’’ Every body 
else having been delighted with it, this decided 
disapprobation puzzled the circle; he was asked 
why? *1’ll tell you why,’’ answered the critic; 
‘* you say in the finale, 

** Now let us dance and sing, 
‘¢ While all Barbadoes’ bells shall ring.”’ 
It won’t do—there is but one bell in the whole 
Island.”’ 
IMPROVED FIRE-ARMS. 

A man having sold a gunto an Irishman, he 
soon returned with it, complaining that the bar- 
rel was much bent. ‘Is it?’’ said he, ‘‘ then I 
ought to have charged more for it.’’—‘t Why 
so?’’ said the other. ‘‘ Because these pieces are 
constructed for shooting round a corner.”’ 


A MINISTERIAL MANCEUVRE. 


Sir Robert Walpole once wanting to carry a 
question in the House of Lords, and not being 
quite sure of some of the bishops, prevailed upon 
his friend the archbishop of Canterbury to stay 
at home for two or three days. In the mean 
time, Sir Robert circulated a report that his 
grace was dangerously ill. On the day of meet- 
ing, the house was, as might be expected, re- 
markably crowded with lawn sleeves, not one of 


whom voted against the minister. 
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A TICKLISH SITUATION. 

The celebrated English Philosopher, Sir H. 
Davy, has lately advanced the opinion that the 
centre of the earth is a mass of liquid fire.— 
And M. L. Gordier, of France, asserts that the 
heat increases at the rate of 1 degree for every 
45 feet from the surface—that at this rate boil- 
ing water may be found at the depth of 1 1-2 
miles—that at the depth of 60 miles, rocks, such 
as we see on the surface, are constantly in a 
melted state. It would then seem that the whole 
earth is a vast mass of melted burning matter, 
covered with a crust only 60 miles thick. Hea- 
ven preserve us from dropping through any of 
the cracks into the burning ocean below. 


One day when Sir Isaac Heard was with his 
late Majesty, it was announced that his Majesty’s 
horse was ready for hunting. “ Sir Isaac,’’ said 
the King, *‘ are you a judge of horses?’’—** In 
my younger days, please your Majesty, I was a 
great deal among them,’’ was the reply.— 
‘What do you think of this, then?’ said the 
King, who was by this time preparing to mount 
his favourite; and without waiting for an answer, 
added, ‘** We call him Perfection.’’—‘* A most 
appropriate name,”’ replied the courtly Herald, 
bowing as his Majesty reached the saddle, ** for 
he bears the best of characters.’’ 


About the time when Murphy so successfully 
attacked the stage-struck heroes in the pleasant 
farce of The Apprentice, an eminent poulterer 
went to a spouting-club in seurch of his servant, 
who he understood was that evening to make his 
debut in Lear, and entered the room at the mo- 
ment when Dick was exclaiming, ‘‘I am the 
King—you cannot touch if: for coining!’’—-** No, 
you dog,’’ cried the enraged master, catching the 
mad monarch by the collar; ‘‘ but I can for not 
picking the ducks.”’ 


MISERY. 


Te be placed at the head of a dinner table be- 
fore a delicious piece of roast beef; company 
large, including some half a dozen ravenous chil- 
dren, who will eat nothing but beef; every one 
vociferates in praise of the viand, while you are 
kept constantly sawing at it with a carving knife, 
as dull as Parson Drowsy’s sermons.— Mem. 
Thermometer at 90. 


REQUISITES FOR GOING TO LAW, 

A lady asked an old uncle, who had been an 
attorney, but left off business, what were the re- 
quisites for going to law; to which he replied: 
Why, niece, it depends upon a number of cir- 
cumstances. In the first place, you must have a 
good cause. Secondly, a good attorney. Third- 
ly, a good counsel. Fourthly, good evidence. 
Fifthly, a good jury. Sixthly,a good judge. 
And lastly, good luck. 


HOW TO AVOID DANGER. 


‘« The best way,”’ said Sir Boyle Roche, “ to 
avoid danger js to meet it plump.”’ 
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It is related of an old 
crippled by a painful bile, that in atter, 
go down cellar, to draw some cide; 
with him a blue and white mug, whi 
ly valued in the family, he fell a 


gentleman who wa, 
Mpuing to 


laking 


> 
ch was high. 
1d broke the 


bile, which put him in great pain. His tendey 
spouse, more anxious for her darling mug, 


for the welfare of her better half, ran to the he, 
of the stairs and cried out, ‘* My dear have yo, 
broken the mug?’’—Smarting with pain, he r.. 
plied, «* No, but I will,’? and immediately dass, 


ed it against the wall. 


than 


When do you go to prayers? —Two boys iy. 
longing to the chaplain of two different yen of 
war, entertained each other with an accoyy: ») 
their respective manners of living. * How 5. 
ten, Jack,’ says one them, ‘do you go to pray: 


ers?’ 


‘ We only pray,’ replied Jack, * when we 


are afraid of a storm,or are going to fight. 
‘Aye,’ says the former, ‘there’s some sense » 
that; but my master makes us go to pravets shen 


there’sno more occasion for it than to i: 


the sea.’ 


WIT WELL APPLIED. 


ry) 


J ‘ene 


Tom Brown having once asked a man how he 


contrived to live in these hard times, was av- 


swered, ** Why, master Brown, live as] 
you do, by my wits.’’—** Faith,’’ replied Tom. 
‘* you must be a much more able trader than | 
ever thought you, to carry on business, and live 


upon so small a capital.’’ 


‘ 


A plump faced, happy son of Erin, the other 
day, after listening to a conversation between 
two countrymen, about a dozen breaches of tie 
eanal, which had broken out and been repaired 
this season, asked, ‘ Plase your honor, wiiat sort 
of a feller is that Mister Canal, to wear out 
breaches a summer? one pair lasts me a wlio 


year, with 


some mending.’ 


FORGETFULNESS. 


A rogue asked charity, on pretence of being 


dumb. 


A lady having asked him, with equa 


simplicity and humanity, how long he had been 
dumb, he was thrown off his guard, and answer 


ed, ‘* Five 


years, madam,’’ 


Inscription on a Barrel of Colchester Oysters. 


Here lie the remains of some bodies whose birth 
Fain’d Colchester claim’d, all of true native worth ; 
Though rich, they were humble, and neftr aspir |; e 
Their sweetness all prais’d, and their taste all admire, 
True emblems of beauty and health they appear’d; 
‘Though their heads had no hair—each wore a long beard; 
belov’d, yet—how strange to relate— 
Though mankind they befriended—disastrous thetr fate, 
They were torn from their beds—robb’d and left to decay; 


By ali ranks 


And though others they fed—fell to hunger a prey: 


Alas!—they were dish’d!—unrepining they !ell— 
Aud #0 poor for a coftin—each one had a shell. 


APPEARANCE. 


Appearance may deceive thee—understand 


A pure white gloye may bide a filthy hands 
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NO. XX1. 
CACTUS GRANDIFLORUS. 
English Name > Night-blooming Cereus.” 
French Name \ Gagte Nocturne. 

This beautiful plant is deservingly one of the proudest 
gems of American vegetation. It is a native of the north- 
eri tropical zone, in South America, Mexico and the 
West Indies. The traveller in those regions, resting or 
proceeding at night, after a sultry day, Is astonished by 
the splendor of its dazzling and fragrant blossoms. It,has 
deen introduced in many gardens and hot houses, where it 
blossoms but seldom in summer; each bud unfolding a 
lower, lasting only one night, but of the most exquisite 
iragrance, somewhat like Vanilla, ‘Tuberose and Pine ap- 
ple. These blossoms are few, but very large, from three 
‘0 SIX inches in diameter, crowned by rays of many hues. 

it belongs to the genus Cuctus, a genus alinost wholly 
American, and remarkable by ifs unusual vegetation ; 
} ‘ne stems are leafless, or assume the shape of leaves, 

While the true leaves are mere pencils of hairs, bristles 
rihorns, The Cactus opuntia and C. indicus are al- 
most trees, with flat articulated branches, and bear very 
200d Iruits, called Prickly Pears or Figs. Some, like the 
C. melocactus, appear like a prickly melon, Others, 
like the ©. perurianus, rise shaped asa torch, to the 
height of 30 to 60 feet. While the C. grandiflora be- 
longs tothe section with creeping stems, twining around 
“ees, and often having the shape of snakes, whenee call- 
ed snake plants. These Cacti form a natural family, the 
and belong to Icosandria of Linncus. 

Lik eae is not drificult to cultivate or propagate. 
vided Aeron, it grows easily from cuttings or mere 
best end es S: the whole plant being fleshy soon takes 
lpg “hb but it requires care and a permanent 
fo ty tice it to blossom; as it is very tender, the 
So necked 13 injurious to it, and the shelter of a hot house 

.<ded betimes, and later than usual with many tro- 

alplants, 


> ingle spiral stem, with several angles, from five to 
ee covered with leaves like bristles, form this plant ; 
The "ms oe it sends out many similar branches. 
ent ul blossoms are few, solitary, lateral, diver- 
| With the © ealyx is = and green at the base, united 
brmed 4. ape. and spreading out at the top into a crown 
‘Y Many crowded parrow rays of a yellew, 


Botanic Name 
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orange or purple colour. The petalsare shorter than the 
rays, crowded, oval, white or flesh coloured. The sta- 
mina are very numerous, forming a central yellow crown, 
around the pistil, which has a large stigma with twenty 
dotts. ‘The fruit which seldom ripens with us is a red 
berry with many seeds, 

This wonderful plant ought to be the Emblem of Noc- 
TURNAL VIGILANCE and MipniguTt LOvVE-Stak. 


NO. XXII. 


Botanic Name ) PRIMULA VERIS, 
English Name > Common Primrose. 
French Name \ Primevere commune. 


A beautiful jittle plant, common all over Europe, chief- 
ly in cold and hilly regions; blossoming very early in the 
spring, and often cultivated in gardens for its elegance, 
simplicity and fragrant smell. 

It is a favourite with English poets, and always asso- 
ciated with daisies and snowdrops, reses and violets, to 
paint the yernal charms of nature, or adorn the rural 
beauties. 

All the species of the genus Primula are pretty, even 
when scentless ; they are adorned with a graceful clus- 
ter of simple but wel! shaped blossoms, like little funnels, 
and always painted with pretty colours, white, pink, 
lac, yellow, purplish, &c. Or even adorned with two or 
three colours in the same blossom: the most common 
here in this species, is white, with a yellow star in the 
centre. 

Primula derives its name from its’ precocity ; it gives 
name to the natural order PAIMULACEA, and belongs to 
Pentandria of Linneus, 

It is a perennial easily cuitivated. The leaves are all 
radical, forming a cluster on the ground; they are ses- 
sile, oblong, serrate, smooth, but wrinkled. The scape or 
naked stem is upright, smooth. ‘The flowers form an 
umbel with an involucrum at the base. Each blossom ts 
peduneulated and ereét. ‘The calyx is cylindrical, with 
five teeth. Corolla tubular at the base, spreading above 
in five lobes. Inside of the tube are five stamina and a 
pistil, stigma globular. The fruit is a capsule cylindrical, 
one celled, many seeded, opening at the top, with ten 
teeth. 

It is the Emblem of Vernal DeLi¢enut,. 
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1 SHOULD VERY MUCH LIZZ TO 


A NEW SONG, SUNG WITH GREAT APPLAUSE BY 


MISS LOVE. 


Allegretto Scherzo. 


¢ 


Some one whisper’d Whisper’d soft and Jow; What 


#- 


and low, 


pretty girl is _ she, I wish she would fan - cy me, 
lentando, 

Now who - ev - er this could be, I should ve - ry much like to a 
I should ve - ry much like to know, Who - ev-e i 4 
: 
was said 80, should ve-ry much like to know, I should 


much like to 


9 


Last Valentine’s day, 

Came a letter so gay, 

With hearts above, around and below, 
With hearts above and below; 
“Oh, I love you, dearest maid, 
But to tell you, I’m afraid,” 
Now whoever so has said, 

I should very much like to know; 
I should very much like to know, 
W hoever it was said so, 

I should very much like to know, 
1 should yery much like to know, 


Whose name it 


3. 
A Gipsy in the wood, 
Said she'd tell me something good, 
For his name began with an O, 
His name began with an O; 
And he’d surely marry me, 
For it was his destiny, 
Now whoever this can be, 
I should very much like. to know; 
J should very much like to know, 
ins with an O, 
I should very much like to know, 
1 should yery manch like to know. 


He 
| As I walk’d last night, In the dim twi - light, 
met 
oF 
> 
| 
| ¥ if kpow. 
ae 


There is a tongue jn every leaf! 
A voice m every rill! 

A voice that speaketh every where, 

In flood and fire, through earth and air! 
A tongue that’s never still. 


THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 


When morn is smiling o’er the hills, 
And throwing round her mantle gay, 
On rocks, and dales, and wand’ ring rills, 
And looks o’er every dewy way ; 
At the beginning of the day, 
When all is silent—all is still, 
In sleep { will no longer stay 
But seek Mount Zion’s holy hill. 


Again when evening twilight beams, 
And o’er the earth’s a pensive gloom, 
Or on the gently flowing streams 
Plays with its smiling face the moon; 
In secret, thinking of the tomb 
And closing of this mortal life, 
Let me enjoy in prayer the boon 
That comes from heaven, devoid of strife. 


TOoO——. 
In the sunny time of childhood, 
When life was in its dawn ; 
And we both were light and joyous 
As the swiftly bounding fawn ; 
Qur hearts were knit together 
_By a deep and tender tie, 
Nor deemed we then that ever 
Our infant loves could die. 


We knew not then what ci:anges 
Time, in his flight, might bring, 
For our souls were full of gladness 
As young birds on the wing! 

And when our little arms embrac’d 
And met our mutual eves, 

How could we think a tempter 
Would roar our paradise, 


Alas! when life was older, 
And thou toyonth wert grown; 
Thy beauty crowds attracted, 
Then IL was left alone: 
T 0 Vows of love thoa listen’d 
From other lips than mine, 
And seemed as if thou wish’d to break 
My heart—so wholly thine. 


Thy smile wax'd faint and fainter, 
Uhen chang’d into a frown, 

And trom thy voice the tenderness 
That mark’d it once was gonc— 
saw the change in silence, 

And though my heart was pain’d; 
nd my spirit griev’d in sadness, 
J never once complain’d. 


FINGAL. | 
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Nor will I now thou, false une, 
Thy fickleness upbraid, 
I only ask thee to behold 
The wreck which thou hast made : 
Look on my prospects wither’d, 
My youth all wan and sere; 
And on the ruin thou hast wrought, 
Perchance thou’lt shed a tear. M. 


MUSIC. 

There isa charm in music’s sound, 

That swells the heart with wild delight; 
Oh ! if on earth pure joy is found, 

’*Tis when the eye is glancing bright— 
And the full soul is rapt and fir’d, 

With high and glorious feeling— 
By music’s heav’nly strains inspir’d, 

In rich ton’d rapture pealing. 


There is a note—a melting tone 
That tells of by-gone happiness, 

Of brightest hopes that long have flown, 
And left as lone and piuless; 

It thrills the soul with deeper woe 
Than words can tell, or fancy paint ; 

The burning tear, the anguish slow, 
Bespeak this sad and solemn plaint. 


’Tis then the spirit soars on high, 

And mingled feelings that bar control, 
Heaving the breast with many a sigh, 

Steal sweetly o’er the bursting soul. 
O then the mind doth revel so free, 

Holding sweet converse with things above ; 
It shakes from it all mortality, 

And feels unutterable love. 


When softly breathes the mellow flute, 
In pensive sadness on the gale, 
Has not thy soul with rapture mute, 
Fondly hung on the witehing tale ! 
Or when the harp’s high sounding fit, 
Strikes wildly on the listening wind— 
Has not thy spirit follow’d it, 
And left the worldly far behind ° 


Oh tell me if there breathes a man 
Who hath not felt its magic sweet! 
Along whiose pulses never ran 
The madly throbbing joyous beat ; 
Whose soul was never ** tempest tost” 
By music’s stirring melody ; 
While thoughts of earth were wholly lost 
Amid the thrilling minstrelsy. TULLY. 


HOME. 
’Tis sweet to tread the mountains high, 
And hear the breezes ’neath us sigh; 
lis sweet to cast the eye below, 
Where oranges luxuriant grow, 
*Tis sweet mid seenes like these to roam ; 
But sweeter far to glide towards home: 


When far away o’er seas we’ve dwelt, 

And ne’er sweet Friendship’s balm have felt, 
W hat sweet emotions fill the heart, 

When for our native land we start, 

And then, O think what feelings come, 
When we behold our friends—our home! 


But soft! there is another sea, 

Divides us from eternity, 

O’er this we all alike must sail ; 

But who returns to tell his tale 

Of wonders seen '!—This ocean’s foam 

Wafis man to an eternal home ! G. 
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I SECULD VERY MUCH LIZZ TO 


A NEW SONG, SUNG WITH GREAT APPLAUSE BY 


MISS LOVE. 


Allegretto Scherzo. 


| 
As I walk’d last night, In the dim twi - light, 


Some one  whisper’d solt and low, Whisper’d soft and- = low; W hat 
: 
pretty girl is she, I wish she would fan-c me, 
lentando, 
- - | - 
Now who - ev - er this could be, I should ve - ry much like to 
knows I should ve - ry much like to know, Who - ey- er it 


was said s0, I should ve-ry muchlike to know, I should re-Try 


much like to know. 
2 3. 

Last Valentine’s day, A Gipsy in the wood, 
Came a letter so gay, Said she'd tell me something good, 
With hearts above, around and below, For his name began with an O, 
With hearts above and below; His name began with an O; 
“Oh, I love you, dearest maid, And he’d surely marry me,” 
But to tell you, I’m afraid,” For it was his destiny, 
Now whoever so has said, Now whoever this can be, 
I should very much like to know; I should very much like. to know; 
I should very much like to know, I should very much like to know, 
W hoever it was said so, Whose name it begins with an O, 
I should very much like to know, I should very much like to know, 


1 should yery much like to know, “1 should yery munch like to. know. 
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i There is a tongue in every leaf! 
A voice in every rill! 
A voice that speaketh every where, 
In flood and fire, through earth and air! 
A tongue that’s never still. : 


| 


—— 
THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 
When morn is smiling o’er the hills, 
And throwing round her mantle gay, 
On rocks, and Sales, and wand’ring rills, 
And looks o’er every dewy way ; 
At the beginning of the day, 
When all is silent—all is still, 
In sleep I will no longer stay 
But seek Mount Zion’s holy hill. 


Again when evening twilight beams, 
And o’er the earth’s a pensive gloom, 
Or on the gently flowing streams 
Plays with its smiling face the moon; 
In secret, thinking of the tomb 
And closing of this mortal life, 
Let me enjoy in prayer the boon 
That comes from heaven, devoid of strife. 
FINGAL. 


TO——. 
In the sunny time of childhood, 
When life was in its dawn ; 
And we both were light and joyous 
As the swiftly bounding fawn ; 
Our hearts were knit together 
By a deep and tender tie, 
Nor deemed we then that ever 
Our infant loves could die. 


We knew not then what ci:anges 
Time, in his flight, might bring, 
For our souls were full of gladness 

- As young birds on the wing! 
And when our little arms embrac’d 
And met our mutual eyes, 
How could we think a tempter 
W ould raar our paradise. 


Alas! when life was older, 
And thou toyonth wert grown; 
Thy beauty crowds attracted, 
hen 1 was left alone: 
To vows of love thou listen’d 
From other lipsthan mine, 
And seemed as if thou wish’d to break 
My heart—so wholly thine. 


Thy smile wax’d faint and fainter, 
‘Then chang’d into a frown, 
And from thy voice the tenderness 
That mark’d it once was gone— 
I saw the change in silence, 
And though my heart was pain’d; 
And my spirit griev’d in sadness, 
J never once complain’d. 
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Nor will I now thou, false one, 
Thy fickleness upbraid, 
I only ask thee to behold 
The wreck which thou hast made: 
Look on my prospects wither’d, 
My vouth all wan and sere; 
And on the ruin thou hast wrought, 
Perchance thou’lt shed a tear. 


M. 


MUSIC. 

There isa charm in music’s sound, 

That swells the heart with wild delight; 
Oh ! if on earth pure joy is found, 

’Tis when the eye is glancing bright— 
And the fuil soul is rapt and fir’d, 

With high and glorious feelin 
Gy music's strains inspir’d, 

{n rich ton’d rapture pealing. 


There is a note—a melting tone 
That tells of by-gone happiness, 

Of brightest hopes that long have flown, 
And left us lone and pitiless; 

It thrills the soul with deeper woe 
Than words can tell, or fancy paint ; 

The burning tear, the anguish slow, 
Bespeak this sad and solemn plaint. 


’Tis then the spivit soars on high, 

And mingled feelings that bar control, 
Heaving the breast with many a sigh, 

Steal sweetly o’er the bursting soul. 
O then the mind doth revel so free, 

Holding sweet converse with things above ; 
It shakes from it all mortality, 

And feels unutterable love. 


When softly breathes the mellow flute, 
In pensive sadness on the gale, 
Has not thy soul with rapture mute, 
Fondly hung on the witching tale ? 
Or when the harp’s high sounding fit, 
Strikes wildly on the listening wind— 
Has not thy spirit follow’d it, 
And left the worldly far behind ° 


Oh tell me if there breathes a man 
Who hath not felt its magic sweet! 

Along whose pulses never ran 
The madly throbbing joyous beat ; 

‘Whose soul was never ** tempest tost” 
By music’s stirring melody; 

While thoughts of earth were wholly lost 
Amid the thrilling minstrelsy. TULLY. 


HOME. 
’Tis sweet to tread the mountains high, 
And hear the breezes ’neath us sigh ; 
*lis sweet to cast the eye below, 
Where oranges luxuriant grow, 
*Tis sweet mid seenes like these to roam ; 
But sweeter far to glide towards home‘ 


When far away o’er seas we’ve dwelt, 

And ne’er sweet Friendship’s balm have felt, 
W hat sweet emotions fill the heart, 

When for our native land we start, 

And then, O think what feelings come, 
When we behold our friends—our home! 


But soft! there is another sea, 

Divides us from eternity, 

O’er this we all alike must sail; 

But who returns to tell his tale 

Of wonders seen '—This ocean’s foam 

Wafis man to an eternal home! G. 
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TO THE DEITY. 


O thou, who hung with mighty hand 
This air, this ocean, and this land 
In void and vasty space ; 
Mid clouds, where awful thunders roll, 
And lightnings leap from pole to pole, 
Thee, O Most High, we trace. 


We hear thee in the morning breeze, 
We see thee in the towering trees, 
That lift their heads to Heav’n; 
And in the eagle that enshrouds 
His pinions in the dusky clouds, 
By furious whirlwinds driv’n. 


We trace thee in the fragrant flower, 
That blushes in the ambrosial bower 
And in the silver dew, 
In Summer’s sheaf of golden grain, 
In rich and rosy fruit again, 
Thy form, O God, we view. 


In all the insects of the air, 

The fishes that the flood doth bear, 
Thy presence still we trace; 

To all that fly, or creep, or walk, 

To all that sing, or howl, or talk, 
Extends thy glorious grace. 


When midnight, with her rayless robe, 

Enshrouds in gathering gloom the globe, 
And silence stills the air ; 

Or when Sol, scaring night away, 

Hangs high in Heav’n the lamp of day, 
Thou art still every where. 


The earth and all the orbs that roll, 
Ev’n to the centre of the whole, 

O God, thy presence own ; 
Thy finger motion gives or none, 
Thou hast an eye in every one, 

On every one a throne. 


We see the flaming comet fly 
Millions of miles along the sky, 
And there thy finger see; 
Yea, where old Saturn’s dim light eurls, 
And all those glittering groups of werlds 
Fill up immensity. 


Thou art the source of gravity, 
Attraction is but pow’r from thee, 
Thy finger moves the whole; 
Thou art of all that fill the skies, 
To where the solar system flies, 

The centre and the soul, 


MILFORD BARD. 


SONNET TO HEALTH. 


How lovely is thy smile, sweet pure eyed Health, 
The stern afiliction’s vietims never know, 
The earth’s most envied joys can ne’er bestow, 
Nor all the pleasures of unbounded wealth. 


Of what avail is wealth to him on whom 
The hand of dire disease has heav’ly prest, 
Who, with each varied ill of life distrest, 

Can hope for no repose but in the tomb? 


Within the bosom free from ‘ earking care,’ 
Where conscious peace and innocence reside, 
There, most of all, thou lovest to abide, 
Join’d with sweet content, thou mak’st thy dwelling 
there. 
Then, child of temperance, come and live with me, 
And I'll be happy here while blest with thee. RK. 
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TO HUMOUR. Abo’ 
Though troubies wrinkle o’er the brow, 
And sorrows chill the heart, py 
And Hope can searcely point a joy whi 
That future may impart— ' 
Though prest with cares, though sunk in pain, 
The saddest must be gay, 
Whea Humoor takes a mirthful flight, 
And bears our hearts away. Aso 
The brow is smooth’d, the heart is warm’d, | : 
And Hope, in loveliest smiles, Witl 
Beckons from prospects seeming near, 
To pleasure and her wiles. m™ Asc 
Ooe moment Humour wakes to mirth A 
Repays a year of pain; A 
For tells it not, though sunk in grief, Tho 
We may know joy again? H. Suck 
M 
TO THE OCEAN. TI 
alla.” Pho 
Occurrit tellus; maria undique, et undique coelum. S| 
P Virg. mar. Eneid Lib. 5. Cl 


Wild and resistless tide !—thine ebb and flow, 
Moan above thousands, in therr dreamless rest; 

In thy dark mazes faded, long ago.— 

Cast on thy heaving and ineonstant breast ! 

Wild shrieks, and loud, from tremulous despair 
O’er thy deep cells, have pierced the midnight air. 


How oft hath sorrow poured a voice of wail 

Above thy billows, thoa mysterious deep ! 

Lost were its echoes in the sounding gale— 

Unmarked the streaming tears that love might weep: 

When none the pallid brow of fear might see,— 

Save by the lightning’s gleam, o’er dark waves boun- 
ding free. 


What though bright pearls are in thy silent caves, 
Beaming, but not in sunlight ;—for the day 


] Pours not its splendour to their twilight—graves, 


Where the dim shoals of gliding monsters play ; 
What though the coral, and the rubies, lie 
In thy far depths, thou lone immensity ? 


What though proud ophir’s gold may gem the sand— 
Clear shells, and weeds, that slumber in thy breast— 
Agate, and amber, from the diamond land— 

There may their richness and their splendours rest! 
A troublous gloom enshrouds their glory now ; 

And o’er them heaves thy wild, unceasing flow. 


Ah! other pearls have to thy bosom fled— 
Bright, pensive eyes, which diamonds outshone, 
Purer than sapphire on the waste sands spread >— 
And the rich locks of many a lovely one ;— 
Thou hast thy rubies—but, the faded dead— 

Oh! what are they, but pearls remembered ! 


The onyx slumbers in thy restless tide— 

Its rays beam dimly in the stillness there ; 

And buds of youth, cut off in being’s pride, 

While half their treasures undiscovered were ; 

Hearts, that were mines of tenderness more pure 
than gold ; 

Who may thy tales, thou stormy deep! unfold ? 


How has the fearful spirit o’er thee pour’d 

Loud prayers to him who rules the Ocean’s flow, 

While through the abyss of heaven thy whirlwinds 
roar’d, 

And wreathed thy troubled waves, their foam below; 

Love, faded love, is in thy warring breast ; 


| Give back their ashes to a peaceful rest. 
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Let musing friendship plant the cypress shades 
Above their tombs, on the green, quiet land, 
Where the night breezes, from the wood arcades, 
Steal, with their echoes and their whispers bland ; 
Let filial sorrow nurse the yew by them, 

While young affection pours its requiem. ILUS. 


SONNET. 
TO MY DOG CARLO. 


As oft returning home at eventide 
With weary steps, my daily labour done, 
To meet thy master thou wilt quickly run, 
With cheerful mien, and gambol at his side. 


As often, Carlo, as I meet thee there, 

A hearty welcome I am sure to find ; 

And if my hand but stroke thee fondly, kind, 
Those looks do more than gratitude declare. 


Such fond endearments ’tis that renders home 
More sweet than any place on earth beside ; 
They make our young affections there abide, 
hough to far distant countries we may roam ; 
Should I, my faithful friend, thy death survive, 
Cherish’d, thy memory still within my heart shall 
live. S. D. 


TO HEALTH.—A FRAGMENT. 


Why, lovely maid with laughing eye, 
Dost thou my earnest prayer deny ; 
Why am I, in this luckless hour, 
Deprived of thy enlivening power? 

I who was once a favor’d child, 
Possessed of all thy blessings mild ; 
Who laughed and sung in frolie play, 
And gladly hail’d the coming day; 
Past each gay hour in sweet employ, 
While every pulse beat high with joy; 
But now alas! those days are gone, 
Pale melancholy reigns alone ; 

My sunken eye and pallid cheek 
The power of fell disease bespeak. 


JUAN, 


SOLITUDE. 
Written inthe Country. 


Retired far from the noise and strife, 
The busy, restless cares of life, 
How dearly do I love to rove 

In solitude’s sequestered grove ! 


Here, distant from the haunts of men, 
I seek some lone and silent glen, 
Where no obtrusive step is nigh 

To break upon my revery. 


Here, most from passion’s storms secure, 

That to sin’s hideous gulf allure, 

The soul, before confined, is free 

To contemplate futurity. | 


And here, where scarce a breeze now blows 
To ruffle nature’s still repose, 
Let me with rapture oft repair 

The sweets of solitude to share. 


Yes, when life’s joys and vanity 
No more possess a charm for me; 
When youthful vigor passes by 
And weak decrepitude draws nigh, 


Then to some lonely woodland spot, 
Contented with the humblest lot, 
Resigned and cheerful would I fly, 
Jn peaceful comfort there to die. 


. He’ll ne’er return to me. 
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THE PARTING BRIDE. 


Thy hour hath come, young bride, thy parting hour, 
When fate must bind thee to another power, 
And the lov’d shadow of a parent's wing, 
No more can ail thy playful wandering, 
No more can view thy young and guileless joy, 
Nor ward those ills which innocence annoy.— 
Why dost thou weep? it is a happy spring 
That many another hour of love will bring, 
And higher pleasures than thou yet hast known, 
Why dost thou weep? thou art noi yet alone.— 
Canst thou not banish that unbidden tear, 

And be the joyous thing thou should’st appear ? 
Canst thou not check those soul dissolving sighs, 
And bid the temper of the mind arise? 
Away, thy husband waits: away to tread, 
His soil, his clime, thy native land instead : 
Didst thou not choose? then ratify thy choice, 
And feel each fibre of thy soul rejoice. 


Alas! young bride, thou hast not yet the power 
To exile grief; it is thy natal dower; 

The heart must beat when homes blest scenes reeede, 
And the torn feelings, rack’d to anguish, bleed ; 
Shall thine escape? ah! view those features now, 
Thy streaming eye, thy agonized brow,— 
Yet this is light to what thy senses feel, 
Thou would’st, young bride, but canst not, all conceal. 
Thou’rt not alone in sorrow ; look around, 
And see the many forms, which grief bath found ; 
Look, (if thou canst,) upon thy mother’s woe, 
Deeper than that which racks thy spirit so ; 
Her loss, unlike to thine, has nought of gain 
To overpay with bliss, the hour of pain, 

No dearer self, like that which weleome’s thee, 
But silent, lone, and viewless misery.— 

Look on thy father’s brow; bends not that soul, 
Which yet hath held itsstern and high control ? 
Sinks not its firm, and steady feeling now, 
Beneath the weight of this o’erwhelming blow? 


Away, young bride, this soon shall pass from thee, 
And future joy repay thy misery ; 

Thy guileless heart, thy young and budding charms, 
Pass to another’s long expectant arms, 

And all of earth, that has the power to bless, 
Reward thy young and gentle loveliness.— 
Away, to other climes, away, away, 

Thy lover waits thee with impatient stay, 
Within his heart, thy treasured faith shall keep, 
Its holy vigils, till th’ eternal sleep ;— 
There let thy tears of grief be ever shed 
When mem’ry brings to view thy pleasures fled. 
And place each scion of thy sorrows there, 

W hil’st thought of thine may love’s pure image wear, 
Whilst virtue’s smile to thy young heat is given, 
And earth retains thee, from thy native Heaven. 


ORASMYN. 


SONG. 

Tell me where has my lover flown, 
Say, whither wanders he? 

A voice oft whispers to mine ear 


Ah, cruel was he thus to leave 
Her he did once adore ! 
Too cruel, he deserted me— 
I ne’er shall see him more. 


And now neglected and despised, 
Here will l mourn and sigh— 
Till, wearied with the ills of life, 

lay me down and die. 


R, 
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528 THE CASKET. 
SUN SET. 
How sweet the last ray of the sun THE PUZZLER. 
As leaving the realms of the west, =— SS 
When after his course he has run A REBUS., 
He sinks in the heavens to rest. An element needful to life’s preservation, 
ak A word signifying an equivocation, 
How rich is the edge of that cloud A cardinal point from whence come the warm breezes, 
That’s tinged with the last setting st | ’ The state in which water is found when it freezes, 
Which circles, as does the pale shroud, Somewhat we al] seek for but oftentimes miss it, 
The corpse of this perishing clay. A lady’s retort when a kiss you solicit, 
The miser’s delight and superior idol, 
Thus sweetis the rest of the good, 7 A sharp little member we often should bridle, 
Whene’er they retire from this world, A person presiding by public permission, ; 
And over death’s cold, chilling flood, And somewhat occasion’d by constant collision; ) 
New scenes to their sight are unfurl’d. If your happy genius now can elicit 
The word correspondent with each line, explicit,— 
So blest is their even of life, The initials will show, with a slight transposition, 
And from their repose doth arise | A name that’s rever’d by each rank and condition. 
An incense unmingled with strife, J. 8. D. 
Above to the courts of the skies. 
FINGAL. CHARADE. 


In the vaults above, 
In the deep beneath, 


HEAVEN. They fable my First to dwelk 
There is a calm and peaceful spot any Second is ocean’s floor, 
Beyond this world of grief and anguish, Vhen no gales breathe 


Where wintry tempests echo not, Phe billows to swell: 


My Whole enables human skill 
And light and glory never languish. tin “Wil 


And in that fair and happy land, 


Spirits of love and bliss are dwelling ; METEOROLOGICAL OBSERVATIONS 
And sweet from many a seraph band, FOR SEPTEMBER, 1828. 


The anthems of delight are swelling. Taken at Marfreesborough, within one mile of the 


And death far distant frowns in vain — of the ee of Tennessee. 


Upon those spirits bright and pure ; 
TO BEAUTY. 72] 76) 83 | so | 83 | 81 Changeable. 
The morn is up ! wake, Beauty, wake ! 91711] 71 | 77 | 78 | 73 | 72 |. Fair. 
The flower is on the lea, 3 | 66 | 66) 67 | 68 | 67 | 66 | Fair. 
The blackbird sings within the brake, 4 | 58 | 60] 66 | 69 | 67 | 65 | Pair. 
The thrush is on the tree ; 5 | 521 58] 69 | 72 | 70 | 66 | Fair. 
Forth to the balmy fields repair, 6 | 58 | 604 70 | 73 | 72 | 68 | Fair. 
And let the breezes mild 7 | 62| 64) 72 | 75 | 74| 72] Pair. 
Lift from thy brow the falling hair, g | 68} 68 | 71 | 65 | 65 | 64 | Changeable. 
And fan my little child— g | 60 | 627 66 | 7u | 66 | 65 | Fair. 
Yet if thy step be ’mi the dews, . 10 | 55 | 57 | 68 | 71 | 67 | 66] Fair. 
Beauty ! be sure to change your shoes! 11 | 56 | 60] 70 | 75 | 74) 71] Fair. 
12 | 62] 67 | 75 | 79 |-77 | 74] Fair. 
Tis noon! the butterfly springs up, 13 | 66 | 71 | 80 | 78 | 77 | 76 | Changeable. 
High trom her couch of rest, 14) 70] 71170) 71 | 71 | 71 7] Rainy. 
And scorns the little blue-bell cup 15 | 69 | 70] 74 | 76 | 75 | 74] Cloudy. 
Which all night long she press’d. 16 | 70|72|76|78 | 76|74] Cloudy. 
Away ! we'll seek the walnut’s shade, 17 | 70] 71 | 75 | 76 | 75 | 73] Cloudy. 
And pass the sunny hour, 18 | 68 | 71174175 | 741721 Pair. 
The bee within the rose is laid, 19 | 67} 69176 |78 | 761741 Fair 
And veils him in the flower ; 990 | 68 | 72175 | 77 | 76 | 74 Fair. 
Mark not the lustre of his wing, 01 163171174176) 761751 Fair 
Beauty! be careful of his sting: 92 ',72 175 | 81 | 83 | 82 | 80 Fair. 
73 | 74 | 74) 73 | 72] 71 iny. 
’Tis eve! but the retiring ray 65 7 41781 76 
A halo deigns to cast | 65166175179 | 771751) Fair. 
Round scenes on which it shone all day, Cc 96 | 621 641] 74175 | 73 | 69 Pac, 
And gilds them to the last; 07 | 60 | 61 79 75173 7 Pate, 
Thus, ere thine eyelids close in sleep, 93 | 67 | 68 68 69 | 6 A 5 Fein, 
Let Memory deign to flee 29 | 60 | 62 | 71 70 ve 67 air, 
Far o’er the Mountain and the deep, 30 | 61 | 62 | 64 | 66 6 
, To cast one beam on me! am. | 65 | 05 | Cloudy. 


Yes, Beauty ! *tis mine inmost prayer— ‘| The Thermometer hanging inside a brick wall 
But don’t forget to curl your hair! R. with a full Southern 


“ 
? 
; 
7 
4 
| 
ar 
pubes —— 
} 
ar 
AP 
a? 
tte 
| 
4 
a 
AL 
iy 
Bh 
$ 4 
“Bi Rat 
|| 
{ 
an? 
ra 
+ 
tS 
ut 
4 | 
4 


| 
a 
“i 
J 
| 
A 
> 4 
4 
| 
2 
Be 
Ww - 
4 
j 
fi, 
i y 


= 
0 
— 
Un 
gin 
ent 
no! 
ret 
the 
chi 
he 
offi 
the 
of 
you 
cor 
not 
ed 
anc 
she 
anc 
the 
wit 
ed 
sta 
sue 
ces 


+ 
> 
4 
. 
grt 


ent 
4 


SONA 


is 
ag 

ge? ers 5 
4 

ye 
lig 
¥ 

: 

an 
haa trie 
a 
an, yh 
f 4 COI 

ey 

aft 

ties 

43 d 

a 
ine 

ab] 

| 
ze 
J 
eRe 
¥ 
| 


